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View of Kalle, Hauſe 7-6 1 


Dxuor and Danny. x * 


Der. OR ſhame, Darby—Stay- where you are—1 
hate to have any one . when Im talking 
10 my ſweetheart. | 
Darby. Now I always like to be by when Im talk- 
to my ſweetheart. _ 
Der. Oh, that I was ſo unfortunate as to think her 
a pretty girl! 
Dar. Upon my ſoul now, hs is grown very un- 
civil, for ſhe turns up her noſe at me. 
Der. 1 know one the will have—the old ſoldier. 
Dar. Is ſome old Frenchman to take the girl from 
poor Darby! (Weeps.)—l never dream but of poor: 
Kathleen—But here we are under the window 
Father Luke threatened poor Pat, that if he came to 
his ward, Norah, he would put him into the biſhop's. 
court, and therefore, Pat, full of grief and vexation, 
went for a ſoldier. 
Der. Holeo aleen- Il little dreams thar her” 
Nermat.s © WINES the window. 


"Bro rn Aug. | 


oh 


1 THE POOR SOLDIER. 


A ä 
[Tune, Ulcian and Ha Oh 11 
Sleep on, ſleep on, my Kathleen dear, 
May peace poſſeſs thy breaſt ; 


Yet doſt chou dream thy true love's here, 
Hepriv of peace and reſt ? | 


The birds ag fiveet, ts morning Sos 
8 Thoſe joys are none to me; | 
Tho' ſleep is fled, poor Dermot wakes, 
To none, but love and thee ! 
x [Exze. 
Dar. That ſinging would not wake an owl out of 


| her fleep,— III try. 


obs, Maſter willy Blakeny. 


Dear Kathleen, you, no doubt, 
Find ſleep how very ſweet tis; 
Hogs bark, and cocks have crow'd out, 
ou never dream how late 'tis. 
This morning gay, 
3 poſt away, 
To have with you a bit of play. 
On two legs rid, 
Along to bid 
Good morrow to your night cap. 


1 | 
_ Laſt night a little bowzy, | 
With whiikey, ale, and cyder, 
1 aſk'd young Betty Blowſey, 
Io let me fit beſide her. 
Her anger roſe, 
And ſour as ſloes, 
The little gypſy cock 'd her noſe: 
Yet here I've rid, 
5 Along to bid - 
| God morrow to your n nig ght cap. 


(Kath! een 


rer Nb r e r K 


"The POOR? SOLDIER — 


OO ws | (Kathleen appears ar the ane, 70 b 
OE, © Kat. Who is that Dermot? LE 4 ö 127 
* Dar. Yes I am Darby. ( Alde.) = 1 3 : 


Kat. Stay I'll come down. 


Dar. Oh, Lknew 1 dealer ber 0-1 am 
bo, aus markfinan. | 4 


| Enter KATHLESN.. 


_ Kath. $0 you moſt come ſinging at my window, "0 
but L tell you once for all, I wont have you—us 1 - \ 
hope for man 1 won't. _ 8 
Dar. That's a good joke !—hope for nan, and not 
have me. 2 
Kat.. PIL fol you. | "Pa 
Aix WL noe 

Since love is the plan, 8 
| I' tove if 1 can, | porn 

But firſt let me tell you whar ſort of a man: — 

2 In addreſs how compleat, | 
And in dreſs, ſpruce and neat, 
No mater how tall, ſo he's over five feet: Perk 

Not dull, nor too witty, Ws 
Fis eyes I'll think pretty, | 
| I ſparkling wa . Wherever we meer, | 


Es, l 

Tho' gentle he be, | ; 

His man he ſhall ſee, 

Yet never be conquer'd by any but me.. 

In a ſong bear a bob, | 
| | | $144 I 4 glad 4 hob noh, > 
5 | Yet drink of his reaſon his noddle ne'er rob. 

= Tus is my fancy, 

1 If ſuch a man can ſee, 
Lan his if he's mine; until then I am free 

* Hake I not every thing comfortable about ne? 
— ſnug farm, heifers, and ſheep, and a pad to ride 
on to chapel, on Snnda 5. and a potatoe garden to 
walk in on a week day—only look at me I am as 
tight a fellow as you have ever leen. 

* e Tals: 
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Kath, Don't think of talking to me. —Do you know - 
that I am an heireſs ? 


Dar. You are a tight little heifermol dai a 2 5 


father, old Jorum, who kept the alehouſe, left you 
well enough in the world, as a body may ſay, --- 
Kath. Left me well enough indeed |——Did he 
not leave me a great ſum of money, a matter of 111. 
half'a barrel of ale untapped, half a dozen plates, a 
E . ed ſtool, and a bald filly to ride on? 
ow fſhe is got upon her bald' filly, the 
evil I himſelf would not take her down. [4/ide. 
Kath. Now I am an . a e ll , 


1 this night, if I can, 


Dazxsy and Kiran n.——Duett. 
| [Tune, Doots and Phiggeen. ] 


K. Out of my ſight, or PII box your ears. 

D. Pil fit you for your jibes and jeers. 

K. Tl cock my cap at a ſmart young man. 

D. Another I'll wed this day, if I can. 

K. In courtſhip funny, 

D. One ſweet as honey ! 

K. You drone. 

D. No Kate, I'm your humble bee, 

K. Go dance your dogs with a fiddle dee dee. 
For a ſprightly lad is the man for me. 

D. You'll ne'er meet ſuch a kind * as me. 


* 


| K. Like ſweet milk rurn'd, to me now ſeems love. 
D. The fragrant role does a nettle prove. 
K. Sour curds I taſte, tho*. feet milk 1 chuſe. 
D. And with a flow'r I ſting my noſe. .. 
| In courtſhip, Sec. 
[Exeunt ſeverall y. 


SCENE 


— 6 
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SCENE n. eum hid and me 


4*, © 47 6. 


Enter Captain rirznon. ” My 


" Capt. Here' s the 13 that contains m my 9 


| Norah, I Gall ſpon 'reviy . Warrant. 


Ain V. 


The twins of Latona, ſo kind to my bon, 
Ariſe to partake of the .chalez —© eb, 
And Sol lends a ray to chaſte Dian's — 
And a ſmile to the ſmiles of her face. © © 
For the ſport I delight in, the bright queen of lore 
With myrtles my brows ſhall adorn ;. 
While Pan breaks his chaunter, | and Kulks in the 
rove, 
© Excelſ'd. by the found of the horn. 
The dogs are uncoupled, and ſweet is their ery, 
Yet ſweeter the notes of ſweet echo's reply: 
Hark forward, my honies, the game is in view, 
But love i is the game that I with to purſue, - 


1 


The dag from his chamber of woodbine peeps our, 


His ſentence he hears in the gale ; 
Yet flies, till, entangled in fears and in doubt, 
His courage and conſtancy fail. 


| Surrounded by foes, he prepares for the fray, 


Deſpair taking place of his fear ; 


With antlers erected, 'a while ſtands at bay, 


Then ſurrenders his life with a tear. | 
The dogs are uncoupled, &. 2 


Enter Noran. Ain .. 


The ende look chearful, the birds ſweetly: ſing, 
So gaily they carol the praiſes of ſpring ; 

Tho' nature rejoices, poor Norah ſha] mourn, 
Until her fear Patrick again ſhall return. 


I, 


$8 Tie POOR SOUDIER 

; II. 7 — 

ve laſſes of Dublin, ah, hide your gay charms; 
Nor lure her dear Patrick from Norah's fond: arms 3: 5 


Tho”? ſattins, and ribbons, and laces are fine, 
TIFF mage | not a been with foch e as nuine. 


"Norah, PA 15 live thats the gentleman my puardien._ 
is always teazing me about. 
ul! Capt. My charming Norah, let us haſte from this 
BY place, —and our cares ſhall be few. 

.t Norah. I cannot ftay. | 
Capt. Perhaps my Norah will Gs 2 walk ir 
me. —See the garden is yonder The ſine morning 
with you is r but OI: to ne 
without vou. ; 

For you, Fay". maiden, the pride of the | 
The town and its pleaſures I freely reſign ; — 
Delights fpring from labour, ard ſcience fork tilage, 

Where love, peace, and innocence ſweetly combine: 

Soft tender aflection, what bliſs in poſſefiing ! + 

How bleſt when 'tis love that mſures us a bleſſing ! 

Careſs'd; ah, what rapture in mutual careſſing, 
What Joy - can 1 Wl for,” was Norah put mine? 


| | i 3 
The feaſts of gay faſhion with Flender invite us, ö 
| Where luxury, pride, and her follies attend; + 
; The banquet of reaſon alone ſhould delight us, 
How ſweet the enjoyment when {hard with a friend! 
Be _ dear friend, then, my comfort, my plea- 
- ure, 
A look is my fun-ſhine, a ſinile is my treaſure. - 
= Thy lips, if conſentin give joy beyond meaſure, 
A rapture io perfect, what joy can tranſcend ! 


Norah. Pray, Sir, permit me to withdraw, as our 
villagers are very cenſorious, and our being ſeen to- 
gether will neither” add to your honour, or my repu- 
tation. 8 5 „ 13” T8 Norah. | 
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| Tt eee 4 | 
Bog: Monſieur—Monſieur ! „„ 0 8 1 
Capt. What do you want??? e 


Bag. I came to tell — ng Tout, I run fo 


| - Capt. What's blown 0 love affair I pa, 4 
[4 | 
Bag. De Mareſchall Powder i is all blown out of de ; 
 vindow. 
. Then * mul ſend to town. for more. „ n 
[ent. 


— 


* 5 e 


td 1 think Ido very well, in the very * - "i 
where I was born the people take me for a Frenchman, 
though J do not know one word of French .—Here #2 

lives my god. e Noran hoes my dear Norah! 


WW the 3 


Enter „„ 


* 


| Pat. 0 more . to my native village aſter 
two long years abſence.— Up to the heart 1 in love, and 
not a ſix- pence in my n ele „ 


Enter Da *r. 


Dar. Odds ade am 1 to 5 you What 
m7 ſoldier returned? How 1 ou, my old friend? 
oY Shakes him by the hand.) 
Pat. I thank you, Iam Ware —How fares it ? 
Dar. Purely—except one thing." cow ſtrayed 
from me laſt week. 
Par. How does my dear Norah? 


Dar. She is very well. — How came you to. lift for 2 
beoldier? 5 


10 The POOR, SOLDIER. 


Pat. When her uncle would not give his 8 
tion to my marriage with Norah, and L could not 
have her without his conſent; I lifted for a ſoldier. 

Dar. Well, and how do you like being a ſoldier ? 
- = A ſoldier is the fineſt life in che perth 8 
„ ow; TN you live. hb 207 


2 
: 0. ; 
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. Parsier— Ain vn. Ee” 


. Tone; Little Houſe under the 11. 


How. happy the Soldier who lives on his pay, 

And ſpends half a crown out of ſix-perice a day! : 

_ Yet fears neither juſtices, warrants, or bums, _ 

But 128 all his debts wirh the roll of his drums. 
With a cow en &c⸗ 


G : II. | | 
| He cares not a warvedy how the- e ess, / 
The King finds him quarters, and money and clothes: : 
He laughs at all ſorrow, whenever it comes, 


And rattles away with the roll of the drums. 
With a Fowede 1 &c 


III. 


The ram: ihe lory, his? joy ab delight x” 
It leads him to pleaſure, as well as to tight. 
No girl when ſhe hears it, tho ever ſo; lum, 


| * PAs 51 To: oy and follows the drum. : 
| With a raw-fe-dow, &e. 


* . "V7 


* 


FD We will have all the neighbours here to day. 


A ſoldier's is a happy life. | 
Pat. Will you be a ſoldier n come with me, 


and I will introduce you to the ſerjeant. 
Dar. Ecod, with all my heart, I think I ſhould 


look very well i in regimentals. 


P At. we ; 


* poor: 861 BIER I 


Pat, Let me ſee how this hat will become you. 
{ Puts it on his head.) N 
Dua,. What cut is that on your forehead ? 

Pat. Only a wound I got in battle in endeavouring 
to ſave my captain's life—I was left for dead in the 
field of battle, bleeding in my country's cauſe—there 
was glory for you. 

Dar. So they found you bleeding in your glory 
here take your hat—I don't think * would 
become me at all. 

Pat. Why, what's the matter? 5 
Dar. Nothing, only it's fo coneeited for a man to 
wear a black patch. Good bye, Pat. 


Pat. Where are you going? This is the way to the | 


ſerjeant's. 


Dan. No, no, this is the FEY to my ſerjeant's—the | 


devil row-de-dow me if you get me to be a ſoldier. _ | 


Pat ſalve 


Now for my charming Norah! and then for a 
pitcher of friendſhip with all my acquaintances, 


[ Sings. J 

Alx VIII. 
The wealthy fool with gold in ſtore, 
Will ſtill deſire to grow richer ; | 
Give me but health, I aſk no more, 
My little girl, my friend and pitcher. | 

My friend fo rare, &c. 
Tho fortune ever ſhuns my door, 

(I know not what can thus bewitch her) 


With all my heart: can I be poor, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher? 


My friend, &c. 
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12 The POOR SOLDIER. 


- 4 


AST I. 


SCEN E, =. of Father Luke's Hoſe, 


: BacareLs (goes to Norah's 29 
Mona Norah, open de door if you * 
leaſe. 

Norah, (from within) Begone about vour buſineſs. 

Bag; My dear Norah, give me une petite kiſs. 

Pat. r Where is my ſweet girl, my 
MO 

. O be gar, here be ſomebody coming, what 

hal me do Begar me 80 hide myſelt in dis 
cloſet. 0 Runs to Hide.) 


: | Enter PAT. 
"4% 5 3 Fe 7 


Nor. (from tek Y Begone about you rbuſineſs; 


deſire you will leave the houſe directly. 


Pat. What is this L hear; ſure 1 know that voice — 
A pretty compliment after wo years abſence ! 


Enter Noxan, 


Nor. Is it you, my deareſt Pat ? 

Pat. Sweet Norah, if I was ever dear to you. 

Nor. If 1 was ever dear to you, how could you 
leave me then? - but judge of me by theſe tears. 

Pat. My charming girl, what tears are theſe ? 

Nor. They are tears of ;j Joy at your return. 

* Ab pauvre — ; 

Exit. 


37272 ⁵Ui—. ONT . 
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Pat. I think I hear a noiſe. 

Nor. If it ſhould be my uncle, what will become 
of me? for he's more averſe to our union than 
ever. 

Pat, Pil flip into the cloſer. 


Pat goes to the cloſet, Bagatelle comes out.” 


Bag. Hon you do, Sir? me hope you very well. 

Par. (to Norah.) Are theſe your ſighs for my ab- 
fence, and tears of joy at my return, to be lock'd up 
with a —_— hair-dreſfer. 

Bag. ical—hair drefier, -Yon ſhall give me 
ſatisfac Bang s. Mall meet me with - 

Pat. What, with your ending irons—away with 
you, or I will beat you while I can hold a ſplinter of 
Shillelah, or do you chuſe to walk out of the win- 
GOW 2 

Bag. Sir, to oblige you, I will walk out of the 
W :ndow—but I had much rather walk down ſtairs. 

Pat. Begone.—[ Exit Bagatelle.) Ah! my dear 
Norah, could I think you would be fo unkind to 


Wr. Could you think me falſe? | 
Pat. If 1 did, my heart is my own, however. 


DUET. 


PaATKxKICKx and Nonrxamn 


a9 Vs * de i: 


n 


PAT. A role tree in full bearing, 
Had {ſweet flowers fair ro fee ; 
One role beyond comparing, 
For beauty attracted me. 
Tho? eager then to win it, 
Lovely, blooming, freſh and gays 
I find a canker in it, 
And now throw it far away. 


We --. 


f 


1 1 » . 8 
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n The POOR SOLDIER. 


Noz. How fine this morning early, 

| | : All ſanſhiny, clear and bri ght! 

So late I lov'd you — "I 
Tho? loſt now each fond delight. 

The clouds ſeem big with ſhowers, 
Sunny beams no more are feen; 
Farewell ye fleeting hours, 

Your falſehood has 3 the ſcene. ** 


| How ne, &. 


SCENE II. 4 Wood. 


3 


/ 


— 


Enter DA RR v, followed by BAGAT ELI. 


Bag. Monſieur Darby — Monſieur baby! 
| (without. 
Dar. I believe that's Monſieur Bag and Taks 
Bag. I am glad ] find you, Darby,—I way -hunt- 
ing you all over the * and could n find ; 
ou. 
of Dar. That's becauſe I am ſo wrapt up in love. 
Bag. You muſt know I am going to kill Pat the 
foldier, and you muſt be my friend. 
Dar, Had not you better Kill Dermet, and then I'd 


be your friend? 
Bag. Oh, but Pat the ſoldier has affront me—you 


Hall be my "ſecond. Ro 3 ; 
Dar. Your ſecond could not you make me your 


Sas or fourth 7 = 8 5 


The POOR SOLDIER 175 
Bag. ( Shewing a letter.) By gar, this be de lettre 
de moi. | 
Dar. Oh, who you'll leather him more ! 

Bag. Ceſt une autre choſe, _ ; 
Dar. 4 7 I muſt get to other Hues F 


Bag. Ceſt un barbare. 
Dar. What, becauſe yo a barber | r 


Bag. Oh IA this is de lettre Lord Lofty's coach- 2 


1 


man did write for me Lou read, Darby. 


Dar. Let me ſee “ This comes hopping! — Oh, 


III run all the way if that's all“ This comes 
„ hopping you're in good health, as I am at this 
55 „ preſent. writing: Abo you rhink yourſelf a 
eat officer, vou ſhall not make me walk ont 

% « K the window. I will have Norah in ſpite 
 * of you. Meet me at the Elm Groves at ſeven 
„ g*lock to give me ſatisfaction ; but not with 

« curling irons, 1 am ons. as In duty 
„ bound.” 
Bag. You fee I will not ſign my name, becauſe 1 
'do avoid the law. You muſt carry it for me. 
Dar. Pl take care Pat ſhall have it. 
Bag. Well, now I have ſettled this affix iPhone 
5 neur, 1 will go—bruſh my maſter's coat. 

| 5 K et [Exit Bag. 


DAA BY ſolus. 


1 


5 Since pat u turned - folder, I will not give it 
him, for as he wanted Monſieur Bag and Tail to walk 


dut of de window, he may perhaps want me to 
Walk up the chimney the boy at the public houſe 


mall give it him.— Oh! my Kathleen, you have 
made me fall in love, it would have been well for 
me if 1 had fallen! into the river. Ee 


B 2 e | Bag. 


The POOR SOLDIER: © 


OE RET 


| N [Tune, There was a School N ref in Limerick]. 
1 
Jt Tho- late I. Was fog. plump, and jolly, - 
3h I now am as thin as a rod; , URN 
Bt Oh |! Im afraid this ſame melancholy, | 
33m Will ſoon leave me under the ſod. * 
ue | Dootherum doodle-adgity nadgety andy rum 
| , 7 5 5 5 
1 | Gooſeterum, foodle-igity, adgety, nidgety, mum. 
| : |  -jOh! Kathleen, why would you flout me, er 2 
8} A boy that is cozey and warm 
Has every thing decent about me, 
WE - dy ſnug little mn and farm. , 
Is | | Dootherum, Ke. 
| ö | What tho? I have not fav'd much money, 8 2 
1 No duns in my chamber attend; 55 
= A Sunday I ride on my pony, 
F. 1 And {till ne a bit for a friend. 
1 | Doothernm, ce. 
1 . : The cock courts his hens all and me, | 
Ihe ſparrow, the pigeon, and dove; . 
{ | Oh !- how all this courtſhip confounds me, 
For want of the girl that I love! EG ; 
| X + ö Dootherum, &c. 
1 Enter Par and No RA. 
38 | | 
1 : 
{| _ Paz. I find more danger in encountering the eyes of 
my charming girl, than in a battle; and can you 
prefer your poor ſoldier to all mankind : E 
Nor 
5 | 


1 


— 2 — — 


* 


4 
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Nor. ou are ouly a common ſoldier in the army, 
dut to me you are a field officer 1 n BY. heart. 


N Singe. 
Arx xl. 


7 4 2 3 0 4 


Farewell, ye groves, and chryſtal 8 
The gladſome plains, and ſilent dell; 
Ye humble vales, and lofty mountains, 
And welcome now a lonely cell. 
And ah, farewell, fond youth, moſt dear! 
Thy tender plaint, the vow ſincere, 
We'll meet and ſhare the parting tear, „„ 
And take a EG „ oo 3 ue 


% 


* 


Parc. —Ars. XII. 


Tho- Leixlip i is . of its cloſe ſhady bow'ers, 

Its clear falling waters, and murm'ring caſcades 5 _ 
Its groves of ſweet myrtle, its beds of ſweet flow" hs 
Its lads ſo well dreſs'd, and its neat pretty maids, _ 
As each his own village muſk {till make the moſt of, 
In praiſe of dear Carton, I hope Pm not wrong; 
Dear Carton, containing what kingdoms 1nay boaſt of, 
' Fis Norali, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong, 


- 
— 
* 
* 


Be gentlemen fine, with their ſpurs and'nice boots on, 
Their horſes to ſtart on the Curragh of Kildare; 
Or dance at the ball, with their Sunday new ſuits on, 


4 


— 7 
z - 


Lac'd waiſtcoats, * white gloves, and their nice pow-- 


der'd hair. 


Poor Pat, while ſo bleſt in his mean : Sonibll Ration, 


For gold, or for acres, he never ſhall long ; 


One ſweet ſmile can give him the wealth of a nation, . 


From Norah, dear Norah, the thee of my ſong. 


Bo „ Enter 


e 


- 
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2 The POOR SOLDIER. 


| Enter the Ca Ao 


Capt. What * 1 doe my laſs in company with © 
a common ſcldier ? 8 

Nor. Vou will be ſure to come at the time you 
. promiſed. 

Par. 1 will 


moſt h am I! { 
gn: [Exit Norah. 
Capt. Good morrow, brother ſoldier—A gyod hand- 
ſome girl that ? | | ; 
Pat. She is thought ſo, Sir. 
Capt. You ſeem to be well-with her. 
Pat. Yes, ſir, but I fear I ſhall ſoon loſe her. 
Capt, You have a rival then, l ſuppoſe. 35 
Pat. I have, Sir. | = 
Capt. Now for a picture of myſelf, [4/ide.] Some 
rich raſcal, 1 ſuppoſe ? 

Pat. J envy him not his riches—and as to your 
other epithet, I am 'ſure he does not deſerve it. 

Capt. How ſo? © 

Pat, Becauſe he is an oller and therefore a man 
of honour. | 

Capt. It is a pity you. was not an officer ! You 
have been in the ſervice ? | 

- Pat. Yes, I have ſeen ſome ſervice. I was wound- 
ed at the battle of Johnſon's Ford, in America, in 
ſaving my captain's life. | 

Capt. (As I live, the very man who ſaved my life 


* 


your reward ? , 
Pat. I looked for none; 1 did no more than my 

duty in fighting for my country, and in en 

my captain. | 
Capt. Where are you going? 15 
Pat. 1 am going from her I love; becauſe fortune 


mona our union. 


| Capt, 


in that engagement.) Lade. 1 * that yoy got 


The pOOR 


more. 
Pat. Sir, you ſeem a good -natur'd gentleman, 1. 
will venture to {ce her Gain, fince you adviſe me. 


i 1 
. 9 * g x >» 
— : 3 4 a / ke a 


. x 
— 8 * 


e Salus. 


Capt. W hat a noble ſpirit! Let the „ 
epaulet diſtinguiſn the officer: Let him take a leſſon 
from this man. There is more merit to be foun 
perhaps, under this worſted e * ur geld 
or filver, taſſels. 


» 
- 


Enter Bor F with a « Letter. He 


Bog. Are you ths; man in \ the red eat? 2 


Capt. Les, my boy, L believe 1 am the man in 


the red coat; What's your buſineſs with me? 

Boy. Darby delir'd. me to give you this. . 
Capt. Who? box 
Boy. Darb xit. 
| Capt fer ſee? W. « This comes, 8 
you are in good health as I am at preſent. Lou 
„ think yourſelf a great officer; but you ſhall not 
d make me walk out of the window again. I will 
„have Norah in ſpite of you. Meet me at the Elm 
„Groves, at ſeven o clock, to give. me ſatis faction; ; 
e but not with — irons. * am N as in 
duty bound.“ n we n 

Capt. This Norah 8 to ka a SR of 7 
mirers. 
rald is off Seven o' clock Smyth, go and ou what 
fart of ſtuff this challenger is mage . 

CEar. 


SOLDIER. »g * 
Capt. Take my. advice, —go and fee her once 


8 Pat. 5 


And ſo, my little hero— —heyday, the he- 


SEENE | 


* 


20 The POOR SOLDIER: - 


SCENE m. Quifde of Dermot Houſe. | 


4 


Enter Father Lux E and D:xmorT. 


F. Luke. Well, now, Dermot,” I'm come to your 
houſe with you—what 1s this buſitieſs > 

Perm, I tell you, Sir. 

F. Luke. ' Aye do; ſpeak, freely—unburden. your 
conſcience the ſame 15 —— Have Log "OO" ) 
that barrel of ale yet? 

Der. Tgloed . Dave; and you hat taſte i "| UT RS EIEE 
[Exit into hs WY | 


OY 


” — 


p. Loxs fol 3 


— 


F. Luke. Aye, be 5 to come os me now 
about my ward Kathleen; a wheedling | fon of a 


Enter Dermot from the” Hee, with a Fog of PY | 


p. Luke. My dear child, what” that 8 1 8 
Der. Your favourite brown j Oo, ER 

F. Luke. (after dripping. Nc, child, why, will 
you do theſe things ? 

Der. Fil prime him well before 1 ſpeak about 
Kathleen; tis a N heart that a MP. 0 drink 
won't ſoſten. 

F. Lale. This jug; y F have been eld acquaion 
tance, Dermot. 15353 
Der. You may fag that, 8 — * 


Disner -A xv. 


12 "= 


2 
& *# £4 
* 


Dear Sir, FEA brow jug, that: now Wanne with mils } 
| - ale, | 
Qut of which I now drink to * Rate of the vale, 

| | Was 5 


A 


The POOR SOLDIER; 


Woas once Toby Philpot, a thirſty old ſoul, - TY 
As &er crack'd a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl, 5 Ol 
In boozing about, *twas his praiſe to excel, i 
And among jolly topers he bore off the bell. 


* 


It chanc'd in dog-days, as he at « at his eaſe, F 
In his flow'r-woyen arbour, ſo gay as you pleaſe. ' © 
With a friend and a pipe puffing ſorrow away, 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, _ 
And he ooo ſol as _ as a as butt. 


Ul. 


His He when long in the ground it had lain, 

And ume, into clay, had diſſolw'd it „„ 

A Potter found out in its covert fo ſnug, | i 

And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brand jug, - 5 

Now facred to friendſhip, and mirth, and mild ale; 

Bo here's to my lovely ſweet Kate of the vale. > 
[Exit. 


Enter DaxBy, - 


Dar. How do yon do, Father Luke? | 

F. Luke. Go away, Darby, you're a rogue. 

Der. Will you conſent that I ſhall' marry Kathleen ? 

F. Luke. Is it yon? you reprobate! 

Dar. Do, and I'Il give your reverence a ſham, ; 
F. Luke, Oh, well, I always, thought you were a 
boy that wou'd come to ſome good—a ſheep !—you - 
ſhall have Kathleen — < you | have , een, X07. 
wicked, | | 2 | 

Dar. Not I,” Sir. 

F. Luke. What, an't I your biet, wal kn what 
wickedneſs is? but repent it and _— 

Dar. I will marry and By it. 


7 Father 


p 
anne — — — * 


1 


- 
L 
- ww 
__ IA — 


4A 
— 
N 


45 
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1 1 


. 
"oP 


1 Father L v x 12 bee 
A 1 R xy. ed if 
1 You bees; Im your prieſt, and your conſtlenics3 is mine 4 
Þ But if you grow wicked, it's not a g60d gn 
j So leave off your raking, and marry a wife; 555 
And then, 5 er Darby, you're ſettled for Nite. ws 
a "M0 allynamony, —_ 
| A good merry wedding for me. 


. 


"The bans being publiſh'd, to chapel we 80, Ackog © . 
T The bride and bridegroom in coats white as ſnow ; 
+ So modeſt her air, and ſo ſheepiſh you-look, | Mö 
| e out with your ring, * 1 _ out m book. 

e 


3 


1 thumb out the place, and I then BR away, 
She bluſhes at love, and ſhe whiſpers, obey. _ 
You take her dear hand to have and to hold, 

1 ſhut up * book, and 1 pocket your gold. 


Kerr. &c. 


r 


i * why * - 
* — - - — — 
Rn Ee NE Sond 


. 
_ —ä—j — ——— — — —„-—t—t— 9 1 


1 
* - R + 4 


— 


F 

5 

4. 

8 . 
ti 
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7 
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Tf . he . guinea * me. 
1 „ e Eater K A 7 1 


Kath. 15 8 within 8ir? 98 1 
F. Luke. Don't think of him, child. To her 
man, now, and put your beſt leg foremoſt. 1 apart tc to 
Darby.) 7 
Dar. I don't know which i is my beſt leg. 
F. Luke. Arrah go. 


Dax. 


4 n e 7 
I 0 — 8 7 4 — —_— i 
oy 4 r 
& TS neee 32 1 Me inp wal 
- — — — 8 anne f ; 
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The POOR SOLDIER. 23 
Dar. (kiſſes her.) Oh how ſweet her lips are 
for me, 8 Luke. 15 ! 1 
F. Luke. Hem! Kathleen, child 3 (ener 1 
beh. ) Is the ſheep fat? 
Dar. As fat as hacon, Sir. 5 | 
F. Luke. Child ! this boy will make vou a _ 5 
huſband now won't you, Darby? 
Dar. Oh, the devil a better.. 5 
Kath. Indeed, Sir, I'II AE: no huſband bur . 
Dermot. 6 ings.) , : 2 


Ain XVI. —rune ole, Foddle. 


bs 


it 


| Dowel prattles pretty chat, 
Darby Zapes like any oven, 
Diermot's neat from ſhoe to hat, 
Dock? s but a dirty ſloven. | 
a "Loft; Loans, © „ 
Silly Booby, e 
Come no more to me a courting. 3 
Ob, was my dear, | 
Y My Dermot here, | 
With all his love and gay ones, 


EE: = 
Dermot's teeth are white 1 as egg, e 
Lips as ſweet as ſugar candy; * 
* 8 


hen he has ſuch a handſome leg, 


Darby'si is knocker-kneed and bandy. 
Love _— &E. 


4 7 


in. 
Dermot walks a comely pace, 
Darby, like an aſs, goes ſtumping; 


Dermot dances with ſuch grace, 


Darby 8 dancing s only jumping. 
# Tout Looby, &c. 


v. Luke. I tell you, child, Dermot is an ugly man 
and a bad christian. 
Enter ; 


— 


— 
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2 The POOR SOLDIER. 


Enter De £2 V 


E Dermot, pou are a bad man and an ug 
Chriſtian, 

F. Luke. Here, - you Dread Ihe your jug 
again; you empty fellow ! I am going to marry 


Kathleen, and you muſt give her away, Sir. 


Der. Faith, I muſt have her firſt; and 1 3 hou 


for your conſent. 

F. Luke, Eh !-what you marry her 12 No 
ſuch ching - put it out of your head, and don't make 
a Judy of yourſelf, 112 

Der. Oh, if that's the caſe, the two fat ſheep 1 
intended to make you a preſent of, I'll drive to the 
fair to-morrow, and get drunk with the money. _ 

F. Luke. Hay |—T'wo ſheep I—come back here, 
Doriot ; *tis a great ſin to get drunk, r if 


you have nothing to do, get about your buſineſs, | 
5 teen. 
. Sir! 


F. Luke. Dermot, child 1—Ts it not this evening that 
I am to marry you to Kathleen ? 


Dat No, Sir; 'tis me you are to marry to her. 


F. Luke. You! you ordinary fellow ! 

Dar. Yes—and | am to give you=— _. 

F. "Luke. (to Dermot.) "Two theep, is It ! 

Der. Yes, Sir; two fine ſheep, 

F. Luke. Darby, you don't marry Kathleen, 

Dar. No ! arrah, why la? © + 

F. Luke. Bekeys tis two to one niet 1 
get away, Darby. 

Kath. and Der. Aye, aye, * away, Darby. 

F. Luke. Children, I expect Captain Fitzroy at my 
houſe about my niece Norah, and I'll couple you all as 
ſoon as] get my thumb upon matrimony. ' | 


; 2 A Quartetlo 


o f . 
—— 2 — dn —— 2 — — 2 


ow» 


Drxuor. 
f Punch our forrows drowning ; 


DRB v. 


| 


The POOR SOLDIER. 


Arx XVII —Trune, Peaſe upon a Trencher. 
: Karnzzzx. Lou the point may carry, ; 


CE 


"OF 


| Quarrtetto Hos.” 


If awhile you tarry 5 


But for you, 

Il tell you true, 

No, you Ill never marry. : 
| Chorus. —Vou the pole, &c, 


Care our ſouls diſowning, 


Laugh and love, 
And eyer prove, 
Joys our wiſhes crownin 


Chorus. Care our 11 Ges 


To the church I'll hand her, 


Then thro? the world PII wander; : 


PI fob and ligh, 


Until I die, 
A poor forſaken gander. 
Chorus. — [o the Church, xc. 


Father Lor x E. Each pious prieſt, ſince Moſes, 


One mighty truth diſcloſes ; 3 


Vou're never vext, 


If this the text, 


Go fuddle all your noſes. 


Chorus.—Each 18 Kc. 
CO - 


EEE SER. 


s The POOR SOU DIE R. 


SCENE V, As Elm Grow. 


12825 the Da PTAIN Korg 


Capt: 1 went: who this 8 can be 1 who 
comes here ? I will ſtep _ and watch. . 


| h [Retires, 
; : Enter Dazny and BAGATBLLE. 


Dar. Ah! Bag and Tail if I fall will you take my 
= - Corpſe (not a very ugly one) to Dermot's wedding.— 
1 I will ſtand behind you thus. (Putting Bagatelle in a 
parallel line before him) I might as well ſtand be- 
15 hind a pitch fork.— I had rather ſtand behind a 
Dutch weaver than a French church-warden. | 

Bag. Zounds! here is my maſter ! 

Capt. Did you ſend a challenge to me, you raſcal ? 
| (Beats him.) | 

Bag. It was Lot Lofty 5 ne wrote it. 25 

Dar. I went to Father Luke honſe—and there L 
got the letter and ſo I went to Father Luke's houſe, 
and the letter was-given to me-—now I have it—and 
this is all Iknow about it. I did not go to ſchool for 
nothing. 

Capt. Get you gone. [Exit Bagatelle.] You had 
better tick to your ſpade than meddle with {word 
and piſtol. _ Exit Captain, 

Dar. Hollo Captain ! 


ws, 4 x 5 
* — — 10:2 MN ö a. ng 
nd — ate 2 —_— 1 1 


Re- enter capri NIN. 


ws. Now, Sir, I would wiſh to know whether 
you think me or Dermot the prettieſt boy for it. 


Capt. Puppy !- [Exits 

$ Dar. vr 22Py von a Captain indeed Hollo, 
| ; * , * 

Darby 


| TIE 2 7 OOR s SOL DIE R. 


Dey turnt round ant! edel, 


Dar. 1 find I muſt g up to town to learn to pe 
| 15 this captain. 


% 1 ; % { 


? . 5 4 a e 23 
DART. — AIX XVII. 2 
 [Tone, Til have a Wife of my i * 


"Mas Kathleen has proy?d' „„ 
— Darby! ah, what can you do? „ 
No longer " ſtay here a clown, EA . 
But ſell otf, and gallop to town; 
Fil dreſs, and Til ſtrut with an air, 
The barber ſhall frizzle my hair. 


& | Fs . * 


2 8 cut a great daſn; 
But how for to compaſs the caſh! ; 
At gaming, perhaps, I may win; 
5 With — 1 may take the flats in, 
Or trundle falſe dice, and they're nick'd : 
If found out, I ſhall 0; be ick d. 


But firſt for to get a ent name, : 
A duel eſtabliſh-my fame; 
To my man then a challenge Ell write; 
But firſt, Il be ſure he won't fight, 
We'll ſwear not to part till we fall, 
Then ſhoot without porn and the devil . 
- Exit. 


„„ 


„ The POOR SOLDIER. 


SCENE, Father Luke's Houſe.” 


Enter Father Lox E and NORAR. 
| 12 „ 1 | 
F. Luke, If you do not conſent to marry Captain 
Fitzroy, the man of my choice, I will ſend you to 


France, and put you in a convent. # oF 
Mer. lam well content. I never will marry the 
man that I do not approve of. | e 

F. Luke. Lou are content! You put me in a” 
paſſion, - and then you are content ! Go, get you gone 
into that room, and there ſtay until you go to France, 
Mrs. Knapſacxk. I Les Ar. ] 


Enter CAPTAIN. 55 


Capt. Who is this that you are going to ſend to 
France ? \ | 2 
F. Luke. My ward, Sir, who won't conſent to marry 
you. She is robunxious. —_ e 
Capt. Will you refign her to me, Sir? "ah 
F. Luke.” With that key I deliver up my authority; | 
and now if I find Mr. Patrick, her lover, I will fend him 
uy to the county jail for a vagabond, — A jade ! to loſe 
= the opportunity of making herſelf a lady. [Exit.] 


Enter PA Tr. 


Capt. Here comes the ſoldier. | 

Pat. I came as I promiſed. / 5 

Capt. Was you ever brought to the halberts ?— 
How came you abſent from your regiment ?—Have 
you a furlough ? | | Fe h 

Pat. No, Sir, not about me. 
{ _ Cape. I have the honour to bear his majeſty's com- 
T miſſion; and I will have you taken up for a deſerter, 
1 for the good of the ſervice. I have a perſon here 

ready to take you into cuſtody, | 


Pat. 


"The POOR SOLDIER. „ 
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Pat. What a cruel piece of treachery! 


Capt. [Goes into Norah's room, and having brought: 


her out, ſays] Dear Norah, ſince you have refuſed my 


hand, will you permit me to reward your conſtancy, - | 


by putting you into the hands of your lover? 
Nor. I'm all amazement, my Patrick !. - 
Pat. Let us kneel and thank our deliverer. 


Capt. To keep you no longer in ſuſpence, know - 


then that I am that officer whoſe life you ſaved at 


Johnſon's, Ferry at Carolina, in America; I have a 


commiſſion to beſtow, (Produces a commiſſi on.) which I 


now defire, gallant youth, yo u will take from me as 


a reward for your honour, ravery and generoſity.— 
I wanted to find you out.— Here, heaven bleſs you 
both. (Foining Pat and Noralis Hands. EXE Th 

Pat. I could ſcarcely think you would remember 
your poor Soldier—but my gratitude is too great for 


| ne ance. 


Enter Father Lux r, DAB YT, DExnoT, and 
KATHLEEN. „ 


8 


p. Luke Oh! here he i is, Darby, lay hold of -him, 16 


Dar. Not I—I am no conſtable. 
F. Luke. Then the ſerjeant ſhall lay hold of him. 


Dar. O, don't you ſee the white ſerjeant has | 


hold of him already ? 

F. Luke. What brings you with that fellow 1 ' 

Capt. Come, Sir, don't abuſe the man vou! nete 
ly make your nephew. 1 

F. Zuke. Me bring a foot ſoldier into my family! 
Capt. He's no longer ſo, Sir, I having a coramifſion 
to difpole of, have given it to him. 


F. Luke. An officer ! | Oh! that alters the caſe en- 


tirely. Fr 

Dar. Pat an officer upon my ſoul, I'll lift to- 

morrow morning in ſpight of the black patch, . 
" _ Dear Norah, I wiſh you . 1 Ne 


30 The POOR $OUDTE Rx" = 


Dar. Hold Jour tongue, and dont make ſo free 
with a captain's lady. 
F. Luke. But captain, Why do you give wp my 
. niece? 42 
IE Capt. Becauſe Sir, Ichave found ck ſerie merit 
[i= this POOR SOLDIER. e IE 49.1 99% 


1 I NA I E. 


| BY | . Ai XIX. 
—_ [Tan Planxty Connor. | 
#1 14 Dee aw, f 

it BY | 


j =_— III, 003 4 rrrasor. 


What true felicity I ſhall _ 
When thoſe are join'd; 
By fortune kind. 
How pleaſing to me, 
So happy to ſee, 
Such merit aud virtue rewarded. 


— 


5 Non n. „ 9 4 


No future 8 can grieve ns, 
1 IH you will pleaſe to forgive us; 
14 To each kind friend 
1 Thus lowly well bend, | 
TE Your pardon---with: joy, we're delighted, 


1 Chor Ne e angts bee. 
| ParRICk. 14 


With my n yet dearelt ne, 
- My charming wife, 
When drum and fife, 


The POO R 80 L D I ER. 24 
Shall beat up to amm, a 5 
To plunder your = "Ho 1 
_ In — * poor ſoldier youll 225 me 1. * 
Kann. 4 


E  withes has dar n 
I get the Jear | lad that1 wanted s |. 
Leſs pleas'd with a duke, 46: 

When good Father bw * i 
To my own little Dermot has join'd me. 
: e Gee übe, Ke. . 


1 


Dez v. 
You kpc huſſey, a pretty rake 7 e | : 
Of love you prate ; - SO 
But hark ye, Kate, „„ "<0 


Your dear little lad, 
Will find that his pad | 
Has got a nice —kick 1 in her gallop. 


F ather Lox, 


Now Darby, upon my Galvation, „ 
Lou merit ex communication; . 
| In love but agree, 
And ſhortly you'll ſee, 
In marriage I'll ſoon tie you all up. 

Chorus. Now Darby, Kc. 


an 3 


The devil a bit one cares a bean, 

For neat and clean; 

Wie lll both be ſeen, 

Myſelf and my laſs, 

Next Monday, at maſs, - 
And there we'll be coupled tor ern 
Pargices, 


he P 00 R 8 0 LD FT ; 5 3 


y — 9 
# — 


FTT ii 06 - Dok”. ol 
e laurel Tye won in the field, Sire, "x 


: 5 Tet now, in a garden, 1 Yield, Sirs z IM 
of chin it a ſhame, 5 2 e 


2 


9 A a. db Ai een ——— ů ů———— ————x¶ů¶ů A ˖²*ðẽ;¹⅛ö ů 


VVVJV0 nt 5 2 


„ You merc my ſword and my ſhiel A 


_ - The laurel and baz, 
By: e by your praiſe, 
we, | ſolicits your pardon 3 + yg 
TEES "0 hen ie i ere EA 
5 With ſmiles you can 'cheer,. E 
5 he poſies of 2 Covent- Garden 
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To Her GRAcx the 


Ducheſs of Portſmouth. 


4 —— YO) f 
1 . 


humbleſt Acknowledgments and profoundeſt 


in the bright Appearances of Body, as in 
the immortal Splendours of an elevated 
Soul, did ſhed mightier Influence, and dar- 
ted on me a Largeneſs of Glory anſwerable 
to your Stock of Beams. Hannibal himſelf, 
whoſe hardy Spirit never bow'd but to the 
fair imperious Roſalinda; nay, he who, in 
ſpight of Beauty's Charms, durſt gaze upon 

1s A 3 119 that 


6 DEDICATION. 


that Sun with .Eagle-Eyes, and tax her with 
a Blemiſh, now, making his Approaches to 
Your. Grace, ſe ems awed with the Source of 
ſo many Rays, and dazzled with a Preſence 
ſo illuſtrious. He ſees, with new Bleed- 
ings, Eyes more attractive than thoſe of 
Rojalinda; ſomething more delicate in Your 
Shape, and lofty in Your Mien; an Air ſo 
charming ſweer , that 'tis miraculous it 
ſhou'd be majeſtigk too; Smiles of more de- 
lightful Shine than April Suns; ſuch Soft- 
nelles and Languithing as the Almighty Po- 
et's Hand cannot deſcribe, nor Painter's 
Pencil ever draw. For my own part, Lam 
reſolved to look up to You daily, and de- 
dicate my Life and Labours to Your Grace, 
to ſpend all the Store of my yet unexhauſted 
Fancy in Your unbounded Fame: For I de- 
clare, to be wreath'd in Laurel from Head 
to Foot, is not comparable Honour to that 


of being, 


Madam, 
Your Crace's moſt Humble 
and devoted Servant, 
NarT. LE E. 
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Wrizzen pays: eee Us, 


\HESPL 8, the fixft Proſæſſar of cur Art, * | 
At Country Wakes Jung Ballads in a Cart. 

To prove this true, if Latin be no Treſpaſs, 
Dicitur & Plauſtris vexiſſe Poemata Theſpis. 

But AXiſchylus, ſays Horace in ſome Page, 

Was the firſt Mountebank &er trod the Stage. 

tet Athens never knew your learned Sport, 

Of roffing Poets in 4 Tennis-Court : 
But "tis the Talent of our Engliſh Nation, 

Still to be plotting ſome new Reformation; 

And ſome Years hence, if Anarchy go on, 

Jack Preſbyter will here eref his Throne, 

Knock out a Tub with preaching once a . 

And every Prayer bs longer than a Play: 

Then all you Heathen Wits fhall go to pot, 

For diſbelieming of a Popiſb Plots 

Nor ſpall we rant the Sentence to Hepart, 

Ev in our firſt original, a Cart. 

Occham, Dun Scotus, tuft, tho laarn'd, go downg 

As chicf Supporters of the Tripl-Crown ; 

And Ariſtotle, for Degrugtion ripe,- 

Some ſay he called the Soul an Organ- Pipe: 

Which by ſome little Help of Derivation, 

Shall thence be cal d a Pipe of Inſpiration. 

Nur wiſer Fudgments further penetrate, 

Who late found out one Tare among ſi the IF heat. 

This is our Comfort, none er (ried us anon, 

But who diſti d bath Biſhops and 4 Crown, „„ 

A4 E PI- 


Spoken | y Sepboniſba, at its playing 
| at Oxford. | | 


O this learn'd Audience gladly we ſubmit 

| At once our Action and our Poet's Wit. « 
Whoje Shades, well pleassd, to theſe fam'd Seats repair, 
To hear the Muſes breathe tbeir natewve Air: 
Free from the partial Cenſure of the Town, 
Where /enſeleſs Faction runs the Poet down , 
Where flutt'ring Hectors on the Vitzard fall, 
Ore half oth Play they ſpend in Noiſe and Bratol, 
Sleep out the reſt, then wake and damn it all. 
To you the labour d Scene is better known, | 
In which no Poets have excell'd your own. 
I hen ſome fam'd Hero on the Stage is ſeen, 
You ftrait reflect ſuch was his God- like Mien; 
To fuch Extent did his vaſt Congueſls feel), 
He reign d thus glorious, thus untimely fell: 
Knowing th' Original, you the Copy praiſe, 
And erawn the Artiſt with deſerved Bays. 
Thus ta their Merits we our Poets leave, 
Nut for our ſelves your milder Cenſure crave, 
That all Defefs i ih Action you'd impute | 
T our firaitned Stage, tis gurs, the Nomen, Suit. 


* 


The 


EPILOGUE. 


- Ne Gown to Beauty never was unkind, 
But form'd by that tÞ Ideas of the Mind. 


 *Trns from . Schools our frft Reſpefts we gait, | 


Who of our Sex their Sciences have feign d. 
Thus were the Muſes, thus the Graces areft, 
And Plato thus bis Virtue has expreſft. 
We know what's due to Sophoniſba's Fame, 
And more to Roſalinda's chaſter Name. 

Nor can we wholly ignorant appear 

Of thoſe learn'd Languages that flouriſh here.. 
Be not ſurpriz'd if we invade your Right, 
And Ovid's or Catullus' Loves recite, 

Or paſs from Virgil's Labours of Eneas, 
To Menin aeide Thea Peleiadeo Achileos... 
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Daaacarts PERSONA 


Hannibal, General of Carthage, Nr. Abbun. 
Maberbäl, Lieu tenant· General, Mr. Burt. 
* * of the Horſe and Thee Wi; nenſb. all, 
Scipio, Conſul of Rome, Mr. Been. 
Lælius, his Lieutenant Mr. Lydall. 
Varro, a Tribune, Mr. Watſor. 
Maſiniſſa, King of Numidia, married x, 
to Sophoniſba, Tu. Hart. 
Trebellius, a Roman Officer, Mr. Powel. 
Maſſina, Nephew of Ma/inifa, Mr. Clark. 


5 of Maſſiniſa, Mr. Griffin. 


Daughter of Aſdrubal, firſt marry'd 
to Syphax, after to Maſſiniſſa, 


Reſalinda, a Roman Lady, Miſtreſs . Mrs. Boutell. 


„ , a Carthaginian Lady, 
Mrs. Cox 


Hannibal. 


NRexumbe, 2 Maids of 2 and Con- 

Merna, <Q. fidents of Sophonifba. 

Holave. i o 2 Mrs. Nep. 
Cons, bf Prieſteſſes of Bellona, ere. 
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ACT EARNS 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal; Bomilear, Guards 
Attendant. 11 


N 


22 


$ adorn'd,. 
5 And Name in Tears 21 Eiboa aur 


2 4 
222 n 


ö Anger mourn'd, * 
e 5 Like Gods we palsꝰd the rugger 
A Agpine Hills, 

| Melted our way, and drove our hiſſing Wheels 
Through cloudy Deluges, eternal Rills. | 
What after Ages ſhall with pain believe, © | 
Through burning Quarries did 292 cleave; | 


— N35 49-4, 
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Or dreadful Carne? 


12 Sophoniſba; or, 
Hurl'd dreadful Fire, and Vinegar infus'd, 
Whoſe horrid Force the Nerves of Flint unloos'd ; 
Made Nature ftart to ſee us root up Rocks, 

And open all the Adamantine Locks; 

Shake off her maſly Bars, o'er Mountains go, 
Through Globes of Ice, and Flakes of ſolid Snow. 


On dur laſt Elephant, while we did ſleep, 
In Arnus fe 


Fens and Marſhes deep, 

One Light we loſt, for Cartbage underwent 

Wars tedicus 'Toils, our Blood and Spirits ſpent, 

And all the Stock of Health which bounteous Nature lent. 


Mah. But what Return has that ſlow City- made? 


Admir'd by Foes, you were by Friends betray d. 

While you abroad fam'd Battels bravely fought, 

The Traitor Hanno your Deſtruction ſought : 

No Succours were for your Aſſiſtance meant; 

For ſtill to Rome Intelligence was ſent: 

That did the Carthaginians Strength declare, 

Which way they paſs d, and what their Numbers were. 
Bom. By this Deſign your Brother's Death was wrought, 

When he apart from you with Nero fought. 


Too well that barbarous Stateſman Hanno knew, 
If Gallant Aſdrubal ſhould join with you, 


The Romans could no hope of Safety have, 
No Power on Earth could their loſt Empire fave : 
With wicked Policy he therefore try'd ' © 
Your two all conquering Armies to divide. 

How fatally did his curs'd Plots fucceed, 

When with your Brother all his Troops did bleed? 


Han. Great Stateſmen Kings ſhould watch while they 
| Left, what they build, thoſe underhand deſtroy. (employ, 


Nor has his ſeparating Chiefs been known 
Only on Land, but on the Ocean ſhown : 
Where Fleets divided, by cloſe practis'd Arts, 


\Have mettcd Womens Eyes, ard Soldiers Hearts. 


Bom. Now all the Fiends thoſe Traitors drag to Hell, 


Who for Revenge, or Gold, their Country ell. 
Han. How wou'd the Slave have quak'd, had they but 


The Flights of Trebid, or of Tbraſi mene, (ſeen 
Where 


CO A W 


F 


— > „ 2e 


Hannibal: Overthrow. 13 


Where the dire Siſters bit the Roman Looms, | 
As if their Hands were tir'd with cutting Dome. 
Bom. Where fourſcore valiant Senators were kill'd, 
The Blood of ſeventy Thouſand Soldiers ſpill'd, 
And great Emillu, Death our Conqueſt well d. | 
Han. When, all with crimſon Slaughter cover 4 0 Es. 
Me urg d our Horſes through a Flood of Gore; | 
Whilſt from the Battlements of Heaven's high Wall 
Each God look'd down, and ſhook his awful Head, 
Mourning to ſee ſo many thouſands fall, 
And then look'd pale, to ſee us look fo , 
Mah. That was a Time worthy ſevereſt Fate, 
When Victory on Hills of Heroes fat, _ 
And turn'd her Eyes, all blood-ſhot, on the Fray, a 
And laugh'd, and clap'd her Wings, and bleſs'd the Day. 
Han. And are we thus at laſt rewarded then? 
Dare they review our Dangers with Diſdain ? ES 
Dull Counſellors, who only talk of Harm, 
Sleep till high Noon, to coſtly Banquets ſwarm, 5 
And with rich Wines drink their cold Spirits warm. 
Inſtead of fighting Scipio, let us haſte, 
Set fire to Carthage, lay her Glories waſte ; 
Melt all their hoarded Treaſures down, and pour 
Into their thirſty 'Throats the ſcalding Ore. | 
Bon. Go on, Great Sir; their truſty Coffers burn, 
Their towring Pride to Deſolation turn. 
Mah. How I ſhould laugh to ſee their Ermines ſmoak ! 
May ſulph'rous Flames their gorged Vitals choak. 
Han. Maberbal, ſtay ; tho' Carthage us'd me ill, 
Spite of my Wrongs, ſhe is my Country ſtill: _ 
My Father, the great Maſter of our Arms, 
(Who while he gave me Life, heard loud Alarms) 
Swore me Rome's Foe, when in my Age's Bud, 
Wean'd me from Milk, and nurs'd me up in Blood, 
And taught me to be obſtinately good; 
Rome, the World's Giant Empreſs to invade, 
Till her bright Fame ſhould ſhrink into a Shade 
And all her golden Spires in Duſt were laid. 
Bom. Carthage, and Rome, which did ſo long divide 


The troubled World, to prop their weighty Pride, 1 
W. 
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14 Sophoniſba; or, © 


Will brook no more each other's mighty Sway, 


The Gods to this or that maſt give the Day: 

Since ſuch Majeſtick-Pow*r to both is givin, _ 

As each might take up all the Care of Heavin. 
Mab. Beſides the nat'ral Hate to Rowe you bear 

With Scipio, Love obliges you to War, 


Since Roſalinda is a Pris'ner there. 


Heavens ! ſhall he dare to keep your Love in Bands ? 
Beauty, like hers, Swords, Hands, and Hearts commands. 
Han. O, my Maberbal thou wert always kind, 


See'ſt all my God, but to my Ills art blind. 


Had I by thy Advice my Soldiers led, : 
Hot with their Joys, and ſtriding o'er the dead, 
To Rome, to Rome, my Warrior But, ttis lofts | 
That Hour, that did fo many laſt Hours coſt ! 
The Gods and Opportunity ride Poſt. 2 


Melting at Capua I in Pleaſures lay; 
And for a Miſtreſs gave the World away. (ſubdue, 


Mah. Grudge you the World? Cou'd I ſuch Hearts 
Were great Fove himſelf, I'd give Heav'n too. 


But J am rough, and not for Woman made, 


In Nature's coarſeſt Mould my Fortune laid. 
Han. Haſte to the Roman Camp, Bomilcar fly, 
Take Scouts along, unſeen as Spirits pry, 


And learn the Poſture of the Enemy. 


Learn, if thy Knowledge may ſo happy be, 

Where Roſalinda mourns for Liberty: | 

Seek her as thou. woud'ſt Wreaths for Glories Toil, 

As after Conqueſt thou woud'ft ſeek for Spoil. [| Exeunt: 


The SCENE drawn, diſcovers a fleaſant Groti, 
King Maſhnifla, Maſſina, 2d Menander jtting up- 
on a Bank. Soft Muſick is heard. e 


K Ma. Since Love, the brighteſt Jewel of a Crown, 


That fires Ambition, and adorns Renown: - 


That with ſweet Hopes does our harſh Pains beguile, 


And midf} the Javelins makes the Soldier {mile ; 


Since this great Trophy's loſt, quite loſt to me, 
What wretched things muſt Fame and Empire be! 


Me 


Ai. 


to, 
72 


ns. 


Jet 


And Ain you. talk'd how God:like *twas to reign, | 
In myſtick Empire to be plac'd alone, : 3 | 


And talk'd, when young, how you would rule when o 


Linke Glory, Boy, it licenſes to kill; 
A ſtrong Temptation to do bravely ill; 


For when to Death we make the conquer'd yield, 
What are we but the Murd'rers of the Field? 


Than lawful Mirth is Leudneſs in a Bride, 


I durſt as much as &er Alcides did: 
But Iamboſt; nothing, Maſina now; | 
With Love's each Blait, I like a Bulruſh bow. | 


Who is it that theſe killing Griefs has wrought, 


© Hapnibal' 7 Quertbrow. 7 5 # 


Men. Yet once your Soul was bf another nals. | 


And your | Cheeks: burn'd when you beheld a Thropez | 
Evn in your Nonage haughty were and bold, "+ Yi g 
And ſmiling would your Father's Sceptre hold; | 


K. Maß. Ambition then I lov'd but now abhor. | 
Maſ. What is Ambition, Sir? | 
K. Maf. The Luft of Power. 


A Bait to draw the Bold and Backward in, 
The dear-bought Recompence of higheſt Sin : 


Men. In gallant Souls, Ambition is no more 
The Bawd of Empire or the Luft of Pow'r, 


Or Neatneſs' in a Veſtal Virgin, Pride. 

K. Maſ. Then be it ſo; yet I will out no more, 
Since Love has wrack'd me on the long'd-for Shore, 
No, but had I a Soul cou'd Storms outwear, 
Durſt againſt Rocks, or over Quick-ſands ſteer, 

For Love, if Venus had like Juno bid, 


Am I not alter'd much of late? 
Mafſ. Alas! \ 
You look like wither'd Flowers, or Mountain Gall 
K. Maſ. O Sogphonijba, Oh! | 
Maß. Why ſighs my Lord? 
Speak; for I will revenge you with my Sword. 
What cruel Vulture's this that tears your Breaſt? 
Like feſter'd Wounds, it takes away your Reſt. 
You will grow mad, I think, you watch all Nizht, 
And with your Groans the croaking Ravens fright. 


That bends your Brow, and turns you into TR" 
K. Na). 


8 
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K. Mol. My Sorrows Load, alas! thou canſt not bear. 
hink you my Soul is capable of Fear ? 


Nl 
What is it for your ſake I cou'd not bear? 


K. Ma, Maſſina, thou art all that I wou'd have; 


There's nothing after thee, but a low Grave: 


Obdurate ſtubborn Heart, till wilt thou hold? 
Obſerve me, Boy, when thou ſhalt ſee me cold, 


Grown by my Death a longer Line of Woe, 


Pale as wrong 4 Lover's Ghoſts, that ſigh below ; 


| Then learn to curſe the 3 of my Fate. 


Maß. What horrid things are theſe, which you relate? 
K. Maſ. Thee from thy Childhood I have train'd with 
Pth* painful Diſcipline of tedious War: (Care, 


In Mountains —— thee, and on barren Sands, 


And led thee near the Sun, through high parch'd Lands; 


Show'd thee to chaſe wild Boars upon the Heath, 


And taught thy Infant Hands the Trade of Death. 
When I by Boccar hotly was purſu d. 
And forc'd to plunge into the rapid Flood, 
Thou leap'dſt in after me. 
Mafſ. I did, my Lord. 


But you forgot the Whirl- pool in the Ford; 


Where when 1 ſtruggl'd, and my Strength grew ſlack, 
You daſh'd my Fate, and bore me on your Back: 
So through the Helleſpont Europa rode, 
Half dead with Fear, tho* mounted on a God. 

K. Maſ. But, my Maſiina, there's one Danger more, 
More dreadful than all thoſe we paſo'd before: 
Vile Woman! 

Mafſ. Women, Sir, I oft have ſeen 


Dancing with Timbrels on the Flowry Green, 


G 
< 
Or like {mall Cloulls upon the Mountain's Brow 3 f 
But never thought they Thunder bore till now. | 

I know they are all black, have rolling Eyes, 
Thick Lips, flat Noſes, Breaſts of mighty ſize. 0 
K. Maſ. Thou never yet in ſhining Courts haſt been; 1 
Nor the fair part of Woman-kind haſt ſeen, * 
| = 


Who cloſe in A/rich Palaces reſide, 


And from th" injurious Sun their Faces hide: 


To- 


. 


Hannibal Octbihrow, . 7 
To whom compar'd, theſe ſeem all hideous Night; | 
But thoſe, like Cynthia's Silver Creſcent, bright. F326 


Mag. Is it a Sin to be acquainted, Sir, EN 
With thoſe white Maids, that are fo fine and fair? 


K. Maſ. Shun em, Maſſina, as thou woudꝰ ſt thy Fate; 


As things which by Antipathy we hate. 

Not all the N ene of a blood 1 

Nor Lions, Tygers, ſuch hid voy Ak | 

Thoſe appear Monſters, but hs fan all mild: 

None ever yet deſtroy d, but ftill ſhe ſmil'd. 

They are all Grief, when they appear all Joy; 

Like Lightning, while they glitter, they deſtroy. 

Lie down, ſweet Vouth. A fair white Woman was, 

Of what thou ſeeſt me now the cruel Cauſe; 

Tho? clear her Form appear d, without one Stain, 

Bright as thoſe Bodies which o'er Darkneſs reign, 

Her Soul is blacker than the Skin of Moors ; 

For Fraud with Beauty does his Lodging take. 
Mas. Then Beauty's Breaſt is like a Bank of Flower 
That fairly hides a foul and ugly Snake. 

EK. Ma/. There's not one ſafe, and fair; all Seas of Sin3 

Shou'dſt thou be us'd, alas! as I have been, 1 2 

Twou'd make thee grey; hear not my Story told. 

Maß. Will Women, if they uſe me, make me Old ? 
K. Maſ. J had a Miſtreſs once, 

For her I fought, and did her Cauſe maintain 

Againſt the World, upon the liſted Plain : 

The Gods too know with what obliging Smiles, 

And bluſhing Joy ſhe prais'd my mighty Toils: 

And when to kiſs her Hand I bended . 

She made it meet my Lips, and preſt 

All this in Publick ; but from Sight r .d. 

Fierce were our Joys, and with a looſe we lov'd. 
Menan. You may remember, Sir, that I was by, 

Call'd as a Witneſs to the ſacred Tye 

Thrice we invok'd the God of arriape there, 

With rich Sabean Scents perfum'd the Air, 

And utter'd ſacred Vows, and binding Prayer. 
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K. Maſ. When you were gone, 
And none but I left with a charming Maid, 5 
What furious Fires did my hot Nerves invade? 
With open Arms upon my Bliſs I ran, 

With pangs I graſp'd her, like a dying Man: 


«Like Light and Heat, incorporate we lay; 


We bleſt the Night, and curſt the coming Day. 
Maj. Now as J love bright Arms, the Story's fine! 


Tell it all Night, my Lord, the Stars will ſhine. 


Is your high Blood congeal'd within your Veins, 


KE. Maſ. Soon as the Birds did on the Morning call, 
Her brighter Eyes a ſhow'r of Tears let fall: 
Which in my panting Boſom trick!'d down, 

She preſt me cloſe, and cry'd, muſt you be gone? | 
Then ron:d my Neek her ſnowy Arms did twine: ; 
She ſigh'd; but will you be for ever mine? 

Will you be true? and then our Lips did join. 

Mall. Kind, pretty Heart. 2 We 

K. Maf. Her lair Words were, | 3 
Hear me, ye Gods, may I be never bleſt, | 5 


If Maſſiniqſa be not to this Breaſt 
The ſweeteſt, deareſt, everlaſting Gueſt. 


Vet ſhe, this fair, this ſoft deluding ſhe, 


Forgetting all her Vows, forgetting me, 
While I for Carthage follow'd Wars Alarms, 
Reſign'd her ſelf up to another's Arms. 


Enter Lzhus, and Varto.. 


_ Lel. At length he's found: Riſe, Maſjini/a, riſes 
Shake off theſe Clouds that hang about your Eyes; 
Glory's in view, and courts us with her call, 

New Storms of War like Hail around us fall. 

Var. Fury, that fat at home on maſſy Shields, 
Now heaves em up, and ranges through the Fields; 
With all her hundred Whips of Wire ſhe comes, 
And drives deſpairing Monarchs to their Tombs. 

Lel. Syphax and Ajarubal their Forces join, 
With Arms the Mountains and the Vallies ſhine : 
Ha! what unwonted Charm your Soul enchains? 


That 


bat 


My Soul to Battel does all ey turn: 
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That from the duſty Field you thus retire, . 

And ſeek cool Shades, when all the World's on Fire? 
Var. Kings caſt their Silks, and Armour make their Robe 3 

Inſtead of Lutes, ſhrill Trumpets charm the Globe; 

Vet you from this great Race of Honour run, bh 


Wave falling Palms, and courting Laurels ſhun: 


Why ſhou'd you Sophoniſba' s Lofs bemoan, 
When Syphax, who enjoys her, cries come n. 
K. Maſ. Ha! That the baſe Uſurper did but dare 
Meet me alone without his Crowds of War! 
Le. If you. die here ſo ſilently, you'll fall 
As if Fate knew not of your Funeral: 
And cens'ring Fame will ſay, when you are gone, 


His Thread of Life was by a Woman ſpun. 


But, Varro, we miſtake; this is not he, 


This is ſome Porer on Morality ; 
Some ſtudious Youth, who does the Heavy” ns | ſurvey, 
And in dull Science fools his Life away. 


K. Maſ. Awake! Where haſt thou been, m wy drowſy 


In Lethe iteep'd, or freezing near the Pole? (Soul 
I feel her now my benumb'd Limbs infrire, | 
My Spirits ſhoot, and dart, and mount ap higher, 5 
Like Sparks that ſcatter from a kindling Fire: 


The Plots of Love inglorious are and dark, 
Blindly he aims, and Night is all hia Mark; 


Like Day ll dart him through and through 3 1 wills 


To cure my Honour, I my Love will kill; 


Kill her my ſelf, cut piece-meal all her Charms: 


War; how it ſounds! away, to Arms, to Arms! 


Let's go where the Illuſtrious Scipio calls; 
I'll be the firſt ſhall ſcale proud Carthage Walls: 


Wing' d with our Glory, come, my Friends, let's fly, 


To conquer. bravely, or as bravely die. 

Læl. Spoke like your ſelf, thus we our Homage pay; 
So look d Achilles when: Troy loit the Day. 

Var. Fierce and Majeſtick as young Mars you ſtand: 
"Tis fit that Look this 4frich ſhould command. 

K. Maſ. As Lovers, big with Expectation, burn 


Swift 
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Swift as the Gods, in haſte out-ftrips the Wind, 
And leaves the Courſers of the Day behind. 
Yet ſtay ; methinksI am uneaſy ſtill: 
What real Pleaſure can it be to kill? 
Lel. Frail Prince ! how wavering all his Aftions be, 
By Paſſions toſs'd in Love's tempeſtuous Sea? 
War fires the Brave. 
EK. M/ Yet War contracts a Guilt, 
And the Brave grieve when many Lives are ſpilt: : 
Love like a Monarch merciful and young, 
Shedding no Blood effeminates the Strong ; 
But War does like a 'Tyrant vex us more, 
And breaks thoſe Hearts, which Love did melt before. 
CR 


ACTH SCENE I 
E nter Scipio, K. Maſ. Menander, Lælius, and Vano. 


Sci. H E Scouts of Hannibal, have they ſur- 
rie Camp. (vey'd 
T 8 Læl. Your Will exactly was . 
5 Scip. J hear, my ine Frien and 
=> grieve to hear, Ws 
That you 6 "Chains of Sophoniſha wear; 
In Glory s School you had the foremoſt Name, 
Skilfd in the dark myſterious Book of Fame : 
Did thoſe worn Characters with Pleaſure read, 
Which told the Stories of the mighty Dead: 
But by this A& of Softneſs you will drown 
Thoſe noble Parts, and forfeit your Renown 
Truant to all the Honour that you had, 
1 with Love's Tears, with Smiles of Beauty mad. 

K. Maſ. I ſtrove, Sir, by your great Achievements 
(taught, 


To . this Beauty from my lab ring ThouFht ; 5 


But 


 Hannibal's Overthr 
But I as well to Heaven might carry Wars, 
And quench the Influence of our crofler Stars: 
Like thoſe with fatal Fires ſhe gilds'my way, 
And _— = 5 7 that I may OE: 
Scip. Then I muſt angry grow, ſince you are 4 
And Corrofives apply, where Cordials fail; | ball, 
To me prove civil; for your ſelf be wiſe; 
You have my Friendſhip, therefore I adviſe. 
K. Maſ. Mean you, my Lord, not Sophoniſba love? 
Sap. As ſhe's the Foe of Rome, I diſapprove 
All Treaties with her : ſhake her off in time, 
Or againft Honour you commit a Crime. 
K. Ma/. And — you have me live? 
Scip. When ſhe is dead: | 
Why ſhou'd you wiſh her Life, that has betray” d 
| Both you an Rome? Syphax, whom I had wrought, 
Her cunning Tongue to fide with Carthage brought ; 
By — I ſwear, 5 if ſhe my Captive be, 
Ti uſe her as the Romans Enemy. | 
K. Maſ. You'd have me ſhake her off and ow z Td 
Whether this Fleſh you wear you can forego, (know 
And be the ſame. Here through -; & Boſom run 
Your Sword ; and when the bloody ed is done, 
| When your Steel ſmoaks with my Heart's recking Gore, 
Bid me be well as &'er I was before. 
! Scip. You are reſolv'd, it ſeems, to croſs my Will: 
| But from a Friend I'll conſtrue nothing ill. 
K. Maſ. O then endure yet more, and let me : ſpeak, 
Without ſome vent my lab'ring Heart will break : 
"Tis as a Friend your Life, your Life I ſpare, ö 1 


Not as you, more than King, Rome's Conſul are, 
The far-fam'd Scipio, and he God of War. 
Can any Man that's brave, 
HFlis Miſtreſs Injuries with Patience hear ? 
Let any. other in your Caſe appear, 
| And juſtify the words that you have faid ; 
ts | By the immortal Powers, I'll ſtrike him dead. 


it, | | Lol. My Send. As the King moves forward, Lzlius 
lays his Hand on his Sword. 

ut 
Scis. 
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While Blood kind Warmth does to theſe Limbs afford,” 


Go fail to ſome inhoſpitable Shore, 


I'll throw my Body on the untried Sand. 


Sci. IN gen'rous Temper, 8 ho; pic 7; 
He ſhall be hotter yet, to be more cold : 
My Virtue all the Storms of Paſſion knows, - 
Has tried its Calms, its wondrous Ebbs and Flows. 
Since a Requeſt ſo ſmall you can deny, 
From greater Proofs how wou'd your F riendſhip fly? 
K. Maſ. Try me, my Lord, but any other — 
Heavens ! with what Readineſs would I obey? © NY 


While I can ſhake a Spear, or wield a Sword, 
You ſhall be ever Ma/jini//a's Lord. 


'Go on and wander the wide Ocean o'er; 


Where dreadful Monſters guard the horrid Land; 
'Tho' down to Hell I fink; at your Command 


Wou'd you have all the Carthaginians ſlain, 
Or ſee their Cities levebd with the Plain? 


Wich chearful Toil the buſinefsThall be Uene, 


Give me but Sophon iſbu for my Crown. | 
Scip. To conquer Enemies abroad's no more 
Than every Tribune here has done before: 


Who, if I bid, the Force of Fire dares ſnun, 


Search all the Army thro, and find that one, | i 
Or will not from a Precipice leap: dowu. 


At my Command, Lælius, would you refuſe 


To die? 


Lel. My Fate for Empire Id not loſe : 
At thy Commita; Temples and Shrines ſhould blaze, 
Fd ſpoil their Gods, het Statues, Altars raze, 
And with my Fury make them dread thee more, | | 
Than I fear them when all their Thunders rar. | 
Scip. To conquer Kingdoms, and on Sceptres treads * ³ 
Is but to imitate great Heroes dead. 


Shou'd you your Arms to the World's Limits bear, | 


The mighty Alexander pierc'd as far: 

But if ungovern'd Paſſion you can bind, 
And quench th' inglorious Ardour of your Mind, 
Vour Fame ſhall with that haughty Victor's vie, 
Which all the Eaitern Beauties cou'd defy. 


bt! — on, 
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”- Rill you are reſolv'd' her Charms to truſt, 


The World may truly term you raſh, unjuſt, | 
And when you periſh, ſay, he died for Luft. | 
K. Maſ. You tax me, Sir, with Crimes I do not know: * 


But urge me not too far; for I may grow 


Beyond all Limits, juſt Revenge purſue, 6. 
And, blinded by my Rage, let fly at you. : 
Scip. Unhand him by the Gods, your worſt I Nate 3 
A ſingle Arm Rome's Conſul cannot fear: ; 
I ſhine above thee, like a Star fix'd higher, 
Whom tho? you cannot reach, you may admire. 
K. Maſ. Like Meteors rather you falſe Glory take, 
Whoſe ſhort-liv'd Blaze low earthy Vapours make ; 
Yet, fince with fancy'd Fires you fill the Sky, 


Shall not one Prince at your dread Aſpect die. 


Scip. How have I err'd? Your 'TriaPs at an End: 
Heav'n! That I &er ſhould call this Man my Friend. 
How could my Soul ſo groſly be o'reſeen ? 


From all Mankind wert thou ſelected then, 


O moſt ungrate, ill- temper'd, barb rous King? 


No good did ever from this Africꝶ ſpring. 


Did I for this each Roman Friendſhip ſhun, 
And to thoſe ſavage Arms for Refuge run? 
When with the weighty Cares of War oppreſt, 


Lean'd all my 'Troubles on that fullen Breaſt ; 3 


Took no Petition, granted no Command, 
But what was giv'n by Maſini//a's Hand. 


What Triumphs did I ever yet deſign, 


Wherein your Glory might not equal ſhine ? 
Yet for a Woman, and a falſe one too, 
Vour Fame, your Faith, and Friendſhip you forego. 


Still let the Great of Favourites beware; ' — 
They moſt deceive us, who moſt truſted are. 
» {The Conſul turns away. 
K. Maſ. oops Conſul, ſtay, my Friend, my noble 


Lord ; 
Cou'd you then caſt me off for one raſh Word? 


Forſake me ever? O you never lov'd 


Your Maſſiniſſa, who cou'd thus be mov d. 


8 Sophoniha's r, 
Go if you pleaſe, leave this ungrateful King, 


 _ *Fhis ſavage, barb'rous, indigeſted thing. 


Whate'er my Paſſion did, ſhould pardon'd be; 
For, I confeſs, you are a God to me: 
Vet it had been more friendly and more kind, 
Not to have met the Tempeſt of my Mind. 
H Scip. But was it poſſible in this our Strife, 
That Maſiniſſa ſhould attempt my Life? 
3 Maſ. 8 my Death, cut off theſe curſed 


Send me to Syphax, bound with ſhameful] Bands, 
That I may Ki the ſubtleſt Torments bear, 
And after Death no more Reproaches hear. 

Scip. By this return of Virtue I am made 
For ever yours Say, do I now upbraid ! ? 

Are theſe Reproaches ? 

K. Maſ. O ye Powers, look down, i 
And hear me ſwear by your eternal Throne; 
Whatever this your Likeneſs ſhall command, 

Tho Sophoniſba from my trembling Hand, 
I will obey——or curſe me where I ſtand. - 

Seip. As your firſt Trial, ftrait to Cirta fly, 
And perjur 4 Syphax at his Gates defy. 

Our Troops muſt conquer when led on by you: 
Chiefly his Wife endeavour to ſubdue, 

Whoſe ſubtile working Wit wrought all his Care, 
And with her beauteous Griefs renew'd the War. 

K. Ma/. This Youth, my Kinſman, as a Pledge I leave; 
My All, the Darling of my Soul reccive, 5 
4 T in War ſhall falſe or faithful be, . 

So may juſt Heaven do both to him BY me. 

Mal. Ah! if I am that Darling of your Heart, 
How can you leave me thus forlorn behind ? 

Take me along, or I ſhall think twas Art 
That made you ſeem ſo pitiful and kind. 

K. Maf. Now all the Gods thy precious Life defend; ; 
Something that's fatal ſure theſe * * 3 
I was not us d to weep. 

Scip. Nor muſt not now. 

At your requeſt we will to Zama go; 


1 of 
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From hence to Bagrada our Porces drag. 
To try our Strength with delp'rate Hannibal, 3 
And keep that famous Conqueror i CE 
They talk'd of giving Laws i'th Capitol. „ 
K. Maſ. My Blood boils in my Veins and REY Fire; 
Such Words, ſuch Courage would the Dead ou: | 
Yes, we will fight, my Lord, with Hannibal, 
To bloody *ccount his boaſted Valour call. 4 
Scip. Like ſome vaſt ill- built Tow'r fo high he grows, 
His Marble Front nods with each Blaſt that blows. 
K. Ma/. Our Arms, like Thunder, level'd at his 
Crown, * 1 
Shall all at once, hurI'd by our Rage, ruſh on, | 
And ina Moment roll his Glory down. 
Manet Maſſina * ; 


| Ma. Was ever Youth unfortunate as 1? _ 
But I will be revenged en hin and die- „„ 
Perhaps to loſe me in his Wars he fear, 
As wha Soul did ee my Years. 4 „% 
Euter Rolalinda. | ; 


2 I've ſcap'd with much ado the Tribune's Hands, 
But *tis the Conſul who muſt break my Bands, Jos 
And ſend me with a paſs- port back——Who's there ? 
What are you? | 

Mals. Firſt inſtruct what you are, 9 
And how you came to be thus heav'nly fair; 
What is it makes your Cheeks ſo freſh and bright. 
The Red of Roſes, or the Lillies. White? 2 

_ Ry. Were you ne'er thus before? 

Mafj. I never knew | 
Such Agues in my Blood, and F evers too. 

Roj. I'll leave you, Sir. 

Mal,. You cannot if you wou d, 

You may as eaſily forego your Blood: | 

Like that, I'll'bluſhing creep about you ſtill, 

And my fick Thoughts with filent Pleaſures 2 
Roſ. What ist you'd have? _ 
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Ma,. Alas! I do not know; | 
Something there is which Nature will not ſhow: 
Whene'er you ſpeak, as at melodious Strains, 
There's ſomething purls and trickles thro” my Veins ; 
Like Quickfilver it moves ſo cold and faſt, 
Then my Eyes twinkle as they'd look their laſt. 

Ro. It ſhews like Love: but in its Birth deſtroy 
A Paſſion which ſcarce Pity can enjoy. | 


Maß,. Perhaps you think me born of common Race; 
But royal Blood does my high Lmeage grace. 
Ah! do not then put out this harmleſs Flame, 7 
Since from your Eyes the tingling Torment came. 7 

Ro. In vain your Paſſion's Ardour you alledge, *Y 
The Fort's impregnable, break up your Siege; 

No Force nor Art can the leaſt Outwork win, 
There's one for you too mighty enter'd in: 
The habghtieſt, braveſt, foremoſt Man on Earth, 
Who from the Blood of Gods derives his Birth. 

Mas. To this immortal Kindred leave him then; 
You may be better plae'd with Blood of Men, 
Beſides, who knows but his Divinity, 

As Gods will ſometimes very forward be, 
May chance take pet as you in Love engage, 
And thunder you to pieces in his Rage? 

Rof. Tis true, in War moſt dreadful he appears, 

All cruel, glorious, Dangers thick he wears : 
Not to amuſe you, when you have nam'd all 
That's great and lovely, think on Hannibal. 

Mas. Is't poſſible : 

In Age can Beauty ought that's lovely ſpy ? 
Can Dreams of Glory waking Youth ſupply ? ?; 

Roſ. Tho? his Blood mov'd like freezing Currents flow, 
Were his Head whiter than the Alpine Snow, 

My Youth his Age into one Piece ſhould grow. 

Mafſ. All you have faid I know in jeſt was ſpoke 
What ſhould you do with ſuch a ſapleſs Oak? 
When a young pleaſant Vine ſo near you ſtands, 

And bows with all his Cluſters to your Hands. 

Ro/. Honour to Youth and Beauty I prefer, 
I'm for the beſt and braveſt Man in War ; 
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And ſince the World knows none fo great as he, 

None elſe ſhall Lord of my Affection be. 

In ſhorter Joys let other Maids delight, 

Thoſe tranſitory Pleaſures of a Night; 

But I more laſting Happineſs deſign, 

In my illuſtrious Warriour's Heart to ſhine, | 

And have my Name on his high Tomb engrav'd, 

This, this is ſhe who Hannibal enſlav d. 
Mas. Tho' I no Dawn of or can deſery, 

Yet in this hopeleſs Love I will. engag 

And every Thought of Royalty caſt & by, al 

Thro' all the World attend you as your Page: 

For all my Pains I will not beg one Kiſs, 

That were to wrong your mighty Man of War; 


| Give a kind Look, and I will prize the Bliſs 


Above thoſe Hopes which the Ambitious bear? 

Rof. Since then you are reſolv'd a while to wait, 
As your firſt Taſk, ſhew me the Conſul ſtraighht: 
My Beauty like a Comet ſhall ariſe b 325 2 
That temp'rate Lord of Nations to ſurprize, 
Fll thunder in * Ear and lighten! in his Eyes. "= 
[ Exeunt. 


S CEN E, The Carthaginian Camp. 


Hannibal ts diſcover d in his Tent, fitting at 4 Table 
| with Lights. 


Han. How great's the Care, the Toil and lingring Pain, 


= That racks a General's Breaſt, and breaks his Brain ! ! 


Argus a hundred Lights had, I but one, 

Yet all the Day tis watchful as the Sun; 

And all the Night 'tis watchful as the Moon. 

When ſhall I ſleep, from Noiſe and Buſineſs freed ? 

Tis huſh'd, but Buſineſs does ſucceed : | 

Beauty which Jove could draw from Heay'n's high 
Tow'r, (dore, 

When Nymphs in Groves his God-head ſtoop'd ta- 

So much he lov'd _— above Almighty Pow 75 
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Then to his Officers gave ſtritt Command, 
Too let us take a view of ev'ry Band; 


Or is it poſſible ſhe can be dead ? 


In his deep Blood the ſoft Contagion ran, 
Staining his Son, that vaſt immortal Mia, 

The great A/cidzs, who a Diſtaff made _ © 
Of that huge Club which Nations could invade x 5 
Wou'd 1 in his Miſtreſs' Glaſs kind Looks deviſe, 
Leſs'ning the Glories of his God-like Eyes, 

And turn'd his mighty Voiee to tender Cries. 

Since Gods waar”: 4 and God-like Men have lov'd, 
Why ſhould not I with Beauty's Charms be mov'd? ; 
The higheſt Pow'r has Love's Blind Mazes trod ; 
Then Hannibal love on, and i imitate a God. 


Enter Bomilcar. 


Bomilcar here? 80 ſuddenly return'd ? 
You look as if your Journey you had mourn'd. 
| Bom. My Lord, we were diſcover'd. . | 
Han. Ha! How then? 
Was your loſt Freedom given you agen? | 
Bom. The gen'rous Conſul knowing who we were, 
Commanded us to diſſipate our Fear: 


But ſuch brave Men, and ſuch ſtrict Diſcipline ! 
Han. You ſpeak, Bomilcar, as you knew not mine. 
Bom. My Lord, your Pardon, it I ſay theſe Eyes 

Ne'er yet beheld ſuch gallant Enemies. 

When we had ſeen what might leſs Spirits damp, 

He generouſly diſmis'd us from the Camp. 

Han. This civil Brav'ry has oblig'd me ſo, 

IT ſhall to Battel with half Fury go : 

Doubts enter here, which yet my Breaſt ne'er felt ; 

Doubts beget Fears, and Fears my Courage melt. 

But of my Love, Couſin, you nothing faid ; 

Is ſhe alive? How I that Anſwer dread ! 


Bom. Tho? in the Search our utmoſt Wit clay d, 
We nought could hear of that illuſtrious Maid. 

Han. Perhaps his Heart for Temp'rance ſo renown'd, 
From n her — ring yes might take a Wound, 
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And now he keeps her cloſe : Which ſhould he dare, 

With Fire and Sword we'll carry on the War. 

Yes, we will inſtantly our Bodies join; „ 

The World's at ſtake, let her be his or mine. fy 
Bom. Throw boldly at the Sum which the Gods ſet $ | 


A hundred thouſand Lives at once are met, 
That on your ſide will all their F ortunes bet. 


Enter Ma herbal. - 
(behold 
Mah. Come forth, my Lord, haſte from your Tent, 
Sights that may chill the Fiery, daunt the Bold : 
Shrill Trumpets echo thro” the Arch of Heaven, 
Battels proclaim'd, and bloody Signals giv'n. 
Two Suns their gaudy Chariots Curtains furl, 
And at each other brandiſh'd Lightning hurl; | 
Red Bolts ruſh flaming thro' a bloody Sky, 5 


Wounding the Air, vaſt pointed Splinters fly, 
Immortal Spirits drop down, and ſeem to die: 
A Hoſt of heav'nly Warriours bright and gay 
Appointed ſtand, and ready for the fray; | | 
In golden Arms their ſhining Chiefs appear, 1 
Helmets and Shields of Diamonds they wear, © > 
And Spears, with Stars of value ſet, they bear. 
| Han, The End of all things ſure is drawing nigh. 
Maß. Thro' the void Place ſwift Darts obliquely fly: 
Black ſwarthy Demons hold a hollow Cloud, 
And with long Thunder-boks they drum aloud : 
Their Trumpets all with Sun-beams are inlay'd, 
Where dreadful Sounds by fiery Breath. are made: 
Mountains are buried in the Wombof Earth, | 
A Grave they find where firſt they had their Birth: 
Our Houſhold Gods ſweat as. they ſtand, and all 
Your Garlands from their Temples untouch'd fall. 
A Wolf but now, his Jaws all blooded o'er, 
And by his fide a ſavage foaming Boar, 
Your Out-guards fac'd, and Slaughter there began, 
Nor ftop'd they, but thro' all the Army ran, 
Till ſatiated with Blood, the Monſters fled, 
Vaniſh'd from Sight, and in dark Foreſts hid. 
By | Han. 


30 Sophoniſba; or, 
| Han. Lead to the Place from whence we may deſcry 
| Theſe dreadful Prodigies that fill the Sky. 
Command our Prieſts a Sacrifice prepare. 
T'appeaſe the angry Demons of the Air. [Exeunt.. 


The SCENE arawun diſcovers a Heaven of Blood, two 
Sun,, Spirits in Battel, Arrows ſbot to and fro in the 
Air; Cries of yielding Perſons, &. Cries of Carthage 
#5 fallen, Carthage, &c. 2 


Re-enter Hannibal; Maherbal, Bomilcar. 


Han, What mean the Gods by theſe fantaſtick Forms? 

Ard unprovol.'d why do they raiſe ſuch Storms? 
Mah. When dreadful Prodigies like theſe appear, 

The ſure Deſtruction of ſome State is near. 

Our General's mov'd, his angry Looks dart Fire, 

And noble Rage does his griev'd Soul inſpire. 

Han. Can this be true? Anſwer, ye Powers Divine, 

Shall in our Death the Roman Glory ſhine? © 

Has Fate our Ruin fix d? Is it decreed, 

That Carthage fall, and Hannibal mult bleed? 

Yet with unſhaken Souls our Doom we'il wait, 

And periſh bravely, tho* unfortunate : | 

Yes, ye malicious Powers, this Hannibal, | Y 

Whom you untimely to Deſtruction call, | | 
Still what he was, ſhall like a Soldier fall. 

Let Hanno ſhiver in the Arms of Death; 

But loud Reports ſhall wait our parting Breath, 

We'll drown the talking Gods with our laſt cry, 

And Earth ſhall thunder back upon the Sky. [Exeunt. 


ACT 
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Aer 
A Roman Camp. 


Enter Scipio, Lelius, Attendants, Varro, Guard. 


| Scip. BIS range that we no News from Cirta 


N pl No Soldier thence ? (hear 
1 Tel. None, Sir, does yet appear 


X Scip. Twere fit ſome Tribune with our 
_ Horſe ſhould go, 


3 And. he 7 adonts 0 Maſi nifſa know. 


+ aur Roſalinda and Maſlina. 


Bf Where is the General? By your Majefly, | 
And auguſt Garb, you ſhould the Conſul be: 
If fuch you are, I charge you ſet me free. 

Scip. Your ſtrict Commands are told in ſuch a ways 
The Conſul doubts whether he ſhould obey : 
Nor know I, Fair-one, what, or whoſe you are, 
Wrongfully held, or Priſoner of War. 

Rof. By right or wrong, when Beauty pleads like mine, 
Tis fit you ſtrait my Liberty enjoin; 
To keep me here againſt my Will, is wrong, 
Since I to Hannibal the Great belong : 
Dare you detain what's his? 

Scip. We all things dare, 
But would not willingly offend the Fair: 
None ſhall preſume your Freedom to deny, 
If with the Gift we may your Frienſhip buy. 

Roſ. My Friendſhip! No; to Death I hate you all, 
All that baws Arms againſt my Hannibal: 

A Man fo great, I tho' a Roman born 
on for his fake my Friends, Ly Country ſcorn 3 
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32 Sophoniſba; or, 


Who drives the braveſt of you from the Field, 
As I in Cities make all Beauties yield. 
Rome ! ſhe's not fit tho? ſhe her Heal lay down, 
To be his Foot-ftool,,when he mounts a Throne. 
Scip. My yet unſhaken Soul, with Virtue bound, 
No force of War, or Love cou'd ever wound: 
But Mars and Cupid now at once appear, . 
And ſtrike me with an Object fierce and fair. 
How her Eyes ſhine ! what killing Fires theyart ! 


And all within I feel the fatal Smart. 
Away with her, ſhe is a Sorcereſs, go. 


Map. Stay, ſtay, my Lord, remember ſhe's your Foe ; 
Beſides I love her; and if ſhe depart, 3 

Or ſuffer any Wrong, twill break my Heart. | 
By all thoſe Noble Promiſes you made, [Aneels. 
When Ajdrubal in Spain before you fled, 925 
And I your Pris' ner was, you lov'd me then, 


With Gold and Jewels ſent me home again, 


And hung about my Neck a Di'mond Chain. 
Seip. At your Requeſt, ſhe ſhall not go, but ſtay 


With me. 


Mafſ. With you? Diſpatch her, Sir, away. 
A Rival in my Love I cannot bear: 


Love toys, my Lord, below your Greatneſs are, 


They'll take you off the Buſineſs of the War. 

Scip. Tho' War ulurp the Day, Love claims the Night, 
At laſt we'll try this am'rous new Delight. 

Mac Yes you may try, but ne'er can pleaſe like me; 


You'll ſtill be dreaming, Sir, of Victory, 


Of ſtorming Forts, and digging 'Trenches deep, 
And call for Arms and break your Mittreſs' ſleep. 

Ro). The ſerious Trifles of your Love adjourn ; 
For know I view you both with equal Scorn. - 


O mighty Hannibal! thou all Divine, 


This loyal Heart ſhall never be but thine; 


How little theſe compar'd to thee? how low? 


Scip. Trophies as great, and Conqueſts we can ſhow, 
Noble as thoſe which his fam'd Arms adorn, 
F rom as dire Dangers * hath torn. 
Rel. 


= That pale and foaming Furies far off ride, 


Hannibal's Ons. 33 
Rof. Tis true, ſome Glory vou atchiev'd i in Spain, 
And Carthagena by ſurprize did gain; : 
For your late Conquelt poorly did conſpire, 
Pretending Peace, you ſet the Camp on Fire: 
Vet you would loudly talk of Roman Fame, 
When all your Eagles. Dove: like flew ſo tame. 
But Hannibal with Noiſe to War proceeds, 
| Makes the World ſtart at his unequal'd Deeds; 
He like ſome rolling Whale, who as he laves,, 
With his bright Armory gilds the Waves; 
Daſhes the frighted Nation from his ſide, 


Ober all the watry Region does command, 
The Ocean's Lord and Tyrant of the Land: 
While your tame Legions, like the ſmaller Fry, 
Glide filent on, and only twinkle by. : 
Scip. Take her, Maſſina, bear her from my Tent, 
To Freedom, Chains, to Death or Baniſhment : 
Bear her where I may never ſee her more. . 
=” [Maflina Jeads her . — 
She's gone, and now I am as heretofore; 
My panting Heart with Thirſt of Glory burns, 
Fame flies before, and beckn'ing Fortune turns, 


Bevers and Bucklers, Swords and maſſy Shields, _ 5 


And all the wonted Objects Fancy yields, 
Black Hills, and duſty Plains, and bloody Fields. 


Enter Maherbal. 


What art thou ? Tis the Conſul fake 
Mah. From Hannibal I come with you to treat, 
Er Fortune half the frighted World defeat: 
The Grace which for his Spies you did command, 
He thanks you for ; but with his Sword in Hand, 
He who ne'er yet a Parley wilh'd: with Rome, We 2 
Since War is to the dreadful upſhot come, 
Would hold Diſcourſe with you of the Earth's Doom. 
Scip. *Tis granted; where's the Place ? 
Mah. On Zama's Plain, 
Attended only with five hundred Men 


B 5 | Soon 


34+ 

Soon as the Morn's firft Bluſhes ſhall appear, 3 

Expect the Terror of your Armies there. [Ex#. 
Scip. Wou'd it were done, the great Decifion made; 

Rome crown'd, and in the Duſt great Carthage laid. 


Enter | Trebellius. 


Treb. Laurels, and all the Trophies Conqueſt yields, 
Colours and Standards, bought with Blood in Fields, 
King Mafjini//a does to Sripio fend, 

His godlike Maſter, and his warlike Friend. 

Scip. Relate in brief the Progreſs of his Arms. 

Treb. Soon as King Syphax heard our dread Alarms, 
He ſent ſome Troops of Horſe abroad to ſcout, 
Which were by equal Number put to rout. 

Urg'd with Deipair, and by his charming Wife, 
Whoſe Beauty has been fatal to his Life, 
He came in Perſon forth, to end the Strife. 
Our Battels join'd, and fiercely it was fought, 
Till to the laſt Extreams our Troops were brought; 
When Mafini/a more than Man appear'd, 
And with his overflowing Valour clear'd 

Thoſe mighty Odds, which firſt our Soldiers fear d. 
HSGceip. Some wondrous Act of Fortitude was fhown, 
Which could reſettle Troops half overthrown. 

Zreb. Where'er our General turn'd, Death mark'd his 
And whom he ey'd, with his cold Arrow ſtrook ; (Look, 
Like ſome vaſt Flame he made his glorious Way, 
And all about him Deſolation lay. 

Sypbax whoſe Name he made to Heav'n reſound, 8 


| 


With Cries of echoing Joys at laſt he found, 
Trembling, tho? with his Guards encompaſs'd round; 
Swift as Revenge could dart, he on him flew, *_ 
Whom from his Horſe with his Hands force he drew 
And pierc'd his Heart in both the Armies View : 
Which ſeen, with one Conſent the Soldiers fled, 
As if all Hopes were with their Monarch dead. 

Seip. Cirta ſhould after ſuch a Loſs, in courſe, 


Surrender to the Victor's dreaded Force. 
. 5 | 


Nod. * 


= 
* 


Ys 


Thou haſt a Tempeſt rais'd within my Mind; 


And Tears did fo his bluſhing Cheeks adorn, 


1 bow'd and went, and being curious grown, 


| Hanodhat's. 10 | #09 - P, * ow. | | | i; 35 
| Tb. It did, Great Sir: To N now . WE 
The gravelt Lords with willing H omage bow 3 | 


Where, as I did amongſt the Feen ride, 


"Twas wiſh'd the Queen might prove the ViRor's Bride. * 
Scip. J rather wiſh thou cou it not Conqueſt boaſt, 

And that the King were with the Battel loſt. 

To Cirta, Lelius, inſtantly 


repair, 
And make that ſubtle Queen our Priſoner: 


If Maſiniſſa ſhould oppoſe you, ſay, 11 
Tis my Command, who {wore you to obey. | [Exeunt.. 


Enter Hanni bal, Maherbal, and Bomilcar.. 


Han. My Roſalindo heed, and in ay Tent? 
But wherefore was that Stranger v ith her ſent ? 


Speak, was this Youth ſo fair, and ſhe ſo kind ? 

Bom. Your Roſalindd' $ Beauty did appear | 
Bright as Noon-day 3 all piercing, ſprightly clear; 
But he who led her ſeem'd ſo ſoft and young, 
As if that Pity handed Love along; 


Methought the Sun came uſher'd by the Morn. 3 
Han. Ceaſe thy unwelcome Praiſe; what did ſhe fay # 
Bom. That ſhe wou'd there for your Appearance 8 5; 


I ſtoop'd a while to mark that Fair unknown. s 


= When the with languiſhing Intreaties faid, 


Is this your Love? ſhall I not be.obey'd?-. 
Be gone, be gone; if Hannibal ſhould come, 


And but inſpet, Death were a certain Doom. 


Han. Peace, Harbinger of Fate; with Ravens dwell. 
Thy Tale at Midnight to the Dying tell: 
Oh! it has pierc'd me like a poiſon'd Dart, 
Which by degrees Mects the Blood and Heart; 
And now it higher mounts, divides my Head, 
here like a Plague its pointed Venoms ſpread,. 
Ay Brain ten thouſand various Tortures turn : 
Now Agues chill me, and now Fevers burn. 
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3 On Reſalinda 7 Falſe ungrateful Maid 5 
Am I for loſs of Glory thus repaid? 


A gen rous Pity does my Heart ſubdue, 
Which bids you now eternally adieu. 


Whoſe Waters, if they ſhould too ſhallow flow, 


Since Hannibal has vow'd that he ſhall die: 
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But let's away, to my Pavilion lead N Þ 
That Raviſher of all my Hopes ſhall bleed. [Exeunt. 


| Enter Roſalinda, 4 Maſlina. 
Ro. Why did you ſtay ? If you did ever love, 


Let me conjure you, from this Place remove. 
Mas. Permit me, as your menial Servant ſtay, . 

And near your Perſon figh my Lite away : 
Is that ſo much)? Hz | 

Rof. It cannot, muft not be, | 
That you ſhould idly ſpend your Hours with me : 
You, like the golden Planet of the Day, 
Should, as you riſe all glorious, ſet all gay; 


Ma,. Say, your Diſdain Alas! how-can I part? 
Methinks.I go as if I had no Heart: 

But fince you are reſolv'd it muſt be ſo, 

Near to ſome murm'ring Brook I'll lay me down 


My Tears ſhall ſwell 'em up that I will drown. 


Err Hannibal, Bomilcar, Aſper. 


Rof. Maſſina, ſtay ; I ftriflly charge you live. 
Han. Not Heav'n nor Earth can grant him a Reprieve, 


Bomilcar bind him, bind him inſtantly. | 

Falſe Roſalinda Bear him from my fight, 

And ſhade his Beauties with Eternal Night. 

Is it for this at laſt we meet again? | 

Wou'd you had ſtill the ConſuPs Captive been. 
Ro/. Oh Hanniba/1- can you reſiſt my Tears? 

What Change is this your ſtormy Temper wears! 

He ſhall not die, Bomilcar, Aſper, ſtay, 

Tis I command you; dare you dilobey ? 


Hh 


298 


Too light a Penance for ſo foubs a Sin. 


| Hannibal's-Overthrow. 35 


Har, Be gone, hedies who liſtens to her I n 


Pull off his Bracelets, let him Shackles wear. 


With Fetters fret his ſoft and ſupple Skin; 


| eee 76 takin mY 
Ro. If Rrſalinda yet hay any part Erin 
Left in that-cruel, yet renowned Heart, 


| This Stranger's Freedom inſtantly enjoin, 


And you ſhall ever be the Lord of mine. 
Han. How dar'ſt thou plead for him, falſe as you are? 
Falſer, if poſſible, than thou art fair: | 

In his Behalf no Interceſſion maxe, 

His Torments ſhall be doubled for thy ſake:. 
Reſ. Henceforth wrong'd Innocence from Courts re- 


Thou beſt, but rare Companion of the Great: (treat, 


Since thus abus'd, ah! viſit him no more, 
But reſt thy Sorrows at ſome Shepherd's Door. 
Han. Oh Guilt! canſt thou to Innocence a ppeal,. 
Who to this Youth ſuch Kindneſs didft reveal 
Ro. If Pity Kindneſs be, I was mot kind, 
Who all my Softneſs to his Griefs refign'd : | 
And what but Marble Hearts cou'd ſee him mourn,. 
Yet ſo much Sweetneſs with ſuch Sorrows ſcorn ? 
Han. Pity, like yours, that does fo ſwiftly move, 
Is the Fore-runner of approaching Love. 
Ro/. Unworthy of the Honour you poſſeſs; 
My Paſſion's great, wou'd I cou'd make it leſs: 
Know, moſt Unjuſt and Jealous, therefore vain, 


For Jealouſy's great Weakneſs in great Men. 


My conſtant Soul did for thy Glory wave, 


= The Rich, the Young, the Beautiful and Brave: 
My Charms the cold and temp'rate Conſul felt, 


Whilt Beauty's Beams did fiercely on him play: :- 
The Froſt which long had bound his Heart, did melt, 


And Love like Sun-ſhine thaw'd his Ice away. 


Han. Your Looks methinks have quite another Air; 
Nor doubt I but your Beauty has been try d, 
So kaint Love's Colours in your Face appear, 


Like Silks that loſe their Gloſs by being dy'd. 
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Ro/. That Scipio, nor this Prince, whom crue you: 


Have bound, cou'd nothing on my Heart 
Is as Heav'ns high Decree moſt juſtly true; 


And I am innocent, as thou art frail. 

Han. Alas! *twas Innocence to ay, be _ 
If Hannibal ſhou'd but inſpect, yo | 

Ro/. Compaſſion, for a Love I — not own, 

Urg'd me to ſpeak : what you have heard, was ſaid, 
Therefore releaſe him inſtantly from Bands, 
And yield him ſafe into the Conſul's Hands: 
Without Delays or murm'ring free him ftrait: 
Or may your Laurels never more be green, 
Nor may your Arms in War be fortunate, 
Nor Ro/alinda but with Frowns be ſeen. 

Han, Stay, Madam Hlaſte, the Captive Prince un- 


My Heart to others rough, the Soldier's — bind: 


As Rocks to Seas, or ſtubborn Oaks to Wind, 
Shall bow to you, as thoſe muſt yield to Time: 
Forgive my Temper, harden'd with the Steel, 
In which I ſtood almoſt Immortal Man, 

Till Love let fall a Blow, that made me reel, 
And pointed Beauty through my Armour ran. 


Can you forgive the Rudeneſs of my Mind ? 


Reſ. F orego your Jealouſy, and Pll be kind. 
Enter Maſſina unbound. 


Ian. "Reg a raſh Man, wrong'd Prince, your - Parka 7 

Ma. No, Sir, my Pardon you ſhall never have; (crave * 
For know I hate thee on a double Score, 1 
Much for thy Love, more for Tyrannick Pow'r. 
Princes who have like me diſhonour'd been, 
Should bluſh to be diſhonour'd ſo agen; 
Fall, die, diſpatch, to Fortune's Malice bow, 
Thy royal Uncle would not on thee now. 
Life proffer'd with the World I wou'd not take; 
Yet I could live for Ro/alinda's ſake: 
Speak Hannibal, wilt thou thy ſhare reſign? 

Ro/. He may, but I can never part with mine. 
Maſ. How, never? 


Ke). 


HannibaF's Overthrow: 
17 Never. | 
. O unkind hard Heart! 

Love when he ſhot me, ſure miſtook his Dart, 5 

Or chang d with Death, whoſe quick deftroying Shaft 
Thus drinks my Blood, thus with a full deep Draught. 

1 ⸗Stabs 2 
No. Hold, cruel Prince! the Dagger from him wreſt. 
Han. Too late, alas! I drew it from his Breaſt. | 
Roſ. What have you done? 
| Maß. Only my Body drain'd 

W Of that ſick Blood, which Hannibal had ſtain d: 

What leſs than Death could I to Honour give? 
And Love neglected charg'd me not to live. 
Now you may take him, take him to you all, 
This cruel, haughty, happy Hannibal. 
Han. The bus . of our Life's a ſenſeleſs Thing ; 2 
W Why burns th' ambitious Man to be a King? 
Or to what purpoſe does the Warrior call 
For Arms? or Gown-men buſtle in the Hall? 
sport for the Gods, they whirl us here and _ 
As Boys blow watry Bubbles in the Air. 
My Help! 
Ma. "Ah! let me not be touch'd by thee, 
lf Foes may capable of Pity be. 
Your Ro/alinda feize, and with her fly | | $ 
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To golden Beds; embrace her faſt, while I 
Within my dark and duſty Dungeon lie. 
| FD; 1e. 


: Hi. Crouds of ill-boding Thoughts my Soul diſmay. - 
His Body to the Roman Camp convey, 

Hears'd in a mourning Chariot ſoftly tread, 

And look ſo ſad that they may think you dead. 

[They bear off the Body: 
Ref. This your Suſpicion of my Honour was: 

See the Effects where Jealouſy's the Cauſe. 
Ah cruel Victor, I cou'd curſe thee now; 
With all thy Laurels blaſted on thy Brow. 
Love fickens with this Deed, my Tranſports fade, 
Would we were both in Earth's low Cavern laid ; ; 


/. a Curtain'd 


22 
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Curtain'd with ſhady Horrors, where the Sun N * 

And Stars their fiery Courſes never run, 0 

But all the Buſineis of the Worlds dane. ed 6-414 Fu 
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abe, Oh that my Heart — future State could find ; 

Know to what Good or Ill this Life's defign'd. 

Prudence againſt ſuch Knowledge may adviſe : 

But who of all Mankind was always wile ? 

For the great Secret to the Gods I'll go; 

And if they fail me, fathom for't below, 

Tho? hid by Fate under a thouſand Rocks, 

And drag it up by the dark jetty Locks. 

Let it as ghaſtly as a Gorgon come, | 

* with the View, I will out-gaze my Doom. Exit. 


SCENE the City of Cirta. 


Euter King Maſſiniſſa, and Menender. [Trumpets found- 
1 | i a lofty March. 


K. Ma}. Was ever Victory ſo ſwiftly won? 
We ſcarce had leiſure to demand the Town: 
Their Gates were open'd with ſuch Haſte and Fear, 
As if our conqu'ring Swords enchanted were. 

Men. Syphax, the great Uſurper.of your Throne, 
Is to revenging Furies downwards gone: 

In Hell's low Valleys grown the darkeſt Weed, 
And feels the Stings that make Ambition bleed. 

K. Maſ. Straight to the Palace bid our Forces turn, | 
Where Sophoniſba does her Loſſes mourn. , | 
We'll viſit that forſworn illuſtrious Fair, 

To let her ſee how unconcern'd we are. 

Men. Since you have promis'd that you will forlake,. 
Why ſhould your Virtue needleſs Trials make? | 
Love, tho' ſcarce warm, within your Boſom * 
Fann'd with her kindling Sighs, may get a Vent: 

Like Heat which ſtifled in ſome cloſer ſpace, _ 
K any Air gets in, fires all the place. 


„„ 


Hannibat's Or. | 4a * 
R. Moſ: Dar'ſt thou ſuſpect? I ſay, it cannot be; 5 3 
Has Air, or its wing d Rangers, Liberty? 8 
Looſe like the Wind, as the wide Ocean free, 
My enlarg' d Soul rolls wantonly along, 4 5 
Can hear unmov'd the warbling Syren's Song; 
Braving her Eyes, her Falſhood III upbraid, 
For thoſe rude Wrongs ſhe on my Virtue laid. 
Men. Your Majefty beſt knows what's fit to chuſe; 
I humbly offer'd what you may refule. | 
K Maſ. Perhaps my preſent Rage I may not keeps , * 
For ſhe has Words would make the Cruel weep. : 
And Charms as powerful as Circe's Wiles, 
As raviſh'd Virgins Sighs, or Infants Smiles. = 
But I more blind with Rage than ſhe with Tears, | z 
Maugre the Cunning which her Sorrow wears, 1 


Her Hopes will laugh at, and * her Fears. 
e 


8 E The Palace. 
Enter Sophonil ba, Rezambe, and Merna, 


Soph. Rome and the World 3 my Life combines 

Methinks I'm ſtill a Queen while this is mine. 

Thu” Maſſiniſſa has the King o'ertbrown, 

And his victorious Troops poſſeſs the Town; 

Yet Sophoniſba is, and ſhall be free, 

Spite of the frighted Senators Decre. 

They bluſh to fee this Life ſo glorious mine, To 

And Tons their Eagles Eyes ſhould dazzl'd be with mine. 

Merna, if T have ought from thee deſery'd, 

Be grateful thus, and thou haſt nobly ſery'd. 
Mer. Not for the World. | i 
Soph. Rezambe; thou art braven 

Strike, and the -Carthaginian Glory fave : 

How will the Juſt, the Valiant, and the Wiſe, 

Extol thy Virtue and thy Courage prize ? 

Who durſt the Softneſs of thy Sex forego, - * © - 

And free thy Country with one deſp'rate Blow ; 


A Deed that will e'en Hannibal out- do. | 1 
| Nez. 


4 Sophoniſba, or, 6% 

Rez. Rather than I would live to ſee thoſe Hands, 
Which Kings have kiſs'd, fetter d with Roman Bands, 
'That Body like a Pageant Wretch adorn'd,. 325 
Gracing the Victor's Wheels your Greatneſs ſcorn'd; 
Rather than this endure, by all that's good.. 
F'd bathe this Dagger in your Life's warm Flood, þ 
Till the Haft reek'd with your Heart's Royal Blood. 

Soph. O thou moſt noble martial Maid, _ 
If by thy Eyes my Soul could be ſurvey'd, 
Thou wouldſt believe what cannot be expreſs'd, 
How dear thou art to Sgphoniſba's Breaſt. 
Thy Voice like ſad, but pleafing Muſick flew ; 
Like dying Swans, twas ſweet and fatal too. 
Now ſtrike, and bravely act thy tragick part; 
Juſt here, ſtrike thro? and thro'. this wretched Heart. 

Rez. Death's our laſt Remedy, as tis the worſt : 
*Tis fit you try the Victor's Mercy firſt. 
Prince Mafj#n:i//a lov'd you once; who knows 
But the ſame Paſſion in his Boſom glows ? 

Blow it into a Flame, try all your Charms; 
Love laughs at brandiſh'd Swords and glitt'ring Arms. 

Mer. Never was Man like Maſiniſſa kind, 
By Nature mild, and amorouſly inclin d. 

Not vanquiſh'd Sypbhax dy ing fell fo low, 
As this charm'd Prince will to your Beauty bow. 
Rex. Imputed Treachery you ought to clear; 
Let Guilt ſhrink back, and Innocence appear: 
PI hide the Ponyard in my Robe; if he 

Dooms you a Slave, this gives you Liberty. | 

Soph. When breach of Faith join'd Hearts does diſengage, 
The calmeſt Temper turns to wildeſt Rage: 

He thinks me falſe, tho? I have been moſt true; 
And thinking ſo, what may his Fury do? | 

Rez. His Trumpets Clangors make the Palace ring ; 

Here wait your Fate, and this victorious King. 


Enter King Maſſiniſſa, Menander, Attendants. 


— 


in. Maſ. Madam, I come to tell you that you are 
No more a Queen, but Priſoner of War. The 


8 Ove⸗ e 


The King, whoſe Loſs tis probable you _ 
To whoſe:lov'd Memory thoſe Team you 3 
For judgment is to Heav'n's Tribunal gon 

And now I come to claim my Father's 2 
You in the War have been unfortunate; 

Not but your Cauſe deſerv d a better Fate. wen 
Soph. Of Empire's Joys to you a Gift I make, 
More willingly than I did ever take. 

Freely as ever Syphax made it mine, a 
To Maſiniſſa I my Crown reſign. 3 (ſpiſe: I 

K. Maſ. Not as your Gift; Crowns I ſhoulchthen de- | 
But as my Right by Birth and Valour's Prize, 

My Father Ga/l/a's Diadem [I'll bear, 
And all the Royalties of Cirta wear. | 
Soph. Theſe Springs of Grief Unkindneſs now applies: 
K. Maſ. Syphax deſerv'd that Tribute from. your Eyes. 

Soph. There is a Cauſe. more worthy of theſe Tears. 

K. Maſ. More worthy what, chow: Syphax ® far your 
Did he not Fame and Empire Victims make, (fake 
Giving Love over- meaſure, when at laſt 
He threw his Life up for you as a Caſt? ?! 

boy If what I ſpake might kindly be nee. | 
m_ Miſe can never be believ'd. A 

4% Not believ'd! O God, isitclear Day? 
So —— at, 11 Things that you ſay. | 
Not you believ'd ! what harden'd: Infidel 
Shall dare to doubt the Oracles you tell? 

Soph. I will, when Sorrow ſhall permit me, ſpeak; 
But fure my Heart muſt with Unkindneſs break. 

K. Maſ. Tis poſſible; yet, Madam, e er I 80. 
Expreſs your Will, for I have much to do: 

My Men I have not plac'd; my Father's Throne 
We have not fill'd; I muſt, I muſt be W 
Menander, do we triumph? 

Men. Bravely, Sir; | 

All like your ſelf, and more than Conqueror. . 

Rez. Mer na, we're loſt: for with a haughty 1 
He turns away, and ſmiles to ſee her mourn. 
„ Soph, Are you not Roe call d? g 


K. t 


44 = ' Sophoniſha; „ 


KX Maß. I Wy”; 35 v5 4 15 
Soph, Have you not heard of 6. boni la $ Name? 
She who unmov'd your high Diſdain endure s 
Yet Sophoni/ba, who was always yDur's. w— 
K. Maſ. Oh Heavens! res 1-6 
Soph. Whom waſting Cares did all the Day 8 40. 
Who watch'd all Night, counting each tedious Hour: 
And never found that there were Joys in Power. 
K. Maſ. Ha! Sopboniſba , yes, I knew her wm 
That Angel fair, and lov'd her &er ſhe fell. | 
Oh, Sopboniſba, hadſt thou but a Mind 
Half beauteous as the Caſe where 'tis enſhrin'd, 
Thou wert but ſhe. is dangerous to name; 
My Reaſon's ſnatch'd by my n F lame. 
Menander hel v — | 
Or I ſhall ſink in the Abyſs of Thought, J 
My Vows, my Friendſhip, Glory, all forgot: 
As when we launch into the Sea, the Land (Strand. 
Goes backward, with tne Trees, and all the neighb'ring 
Men. Be gone, my Lord, you're ruin d if you ſtay. 
K. Maſ. What, from the vanquiſh'd ſhall we run away ? 
Men. Still there's ſome Hopes, ſince at her Name he 


And now he eyes her with a kindling Look. - — (ſhook, 


Rex. With. that laſt Glance methought Love r him 
| ther e. WES 1 

K. MJ. Yes, Madam, dür is 2 niſl 

J am (to thy Confuſion be it known) ' _ 61. 518% þ 
A walking Grave with Sorrows. over-grown, I 1 44:2 
With rooted Cares and every baneful Weed, ; 541 
That nightly Watchings and pale Troubles breed. | 
Once I was free from theſe, and flouriſh'd fair,, 
Like a tall Tree I bloſſom'd in the Air; a” 
My chearful Friends like Birds about me ſong, - q 
Free from the Charms of thy deceitful Tongue, | | | 
And ripening Hopes blooming around me hung;  - 
Till thou, fair Murd'reſs, didſt like Lightning fall, 

And blaſted Bloſſome, Branches, Root and all. 

Soph. O, Maſfiniſſa, hear I this from thee ? 

K. Ma. Tis equally a Truth from him or me, 
Or any here —— hy, Madam, not from me? 


But 


770 


| Hannibals Overthrow. _ 
But if my Preſence ſhould a Trouble prove, N 
I will for ever from your Sight rem e. 
Sepb. Stay,  Maſſmniſa, ſtay, my Lite, my Soul; 
Why do your Eyes with ſuch ſtrange Motion roll "i 
Your Fury in this Heart that loves you hide. 
K. Maſ. Where does the Searcher of the Soul reſide, 
Who thro? blind Tracks finds out a Woman's Het” 
Lo here's a Bar, a Stop to all his Art: | 
W ho would not ſwear that ſuch a Love is true? 
Soph. Do I not love you? by the Gods I do. 
K. Maf. Oh thou Diſſembler; Onee this would 1 — 
But all thy practis'd Wiles at laſt are kna wu. (done; 
Juſt fo ſhe talk'd, and ſo ſhe wept before, | 2 9 
And with that beauteous honeſt Look ſhe ſwore. 
Gods! if J ſtay, 1 ſhall believe againz n 
Farewel, thou greatelt-Pleaſure, greateſt Pain. | 
_ Soph By all your Loves, this cannot, muſt not * 3 
Thoſe eruel Words could not be meant to We.. 
To me, who love you with a Heart entire, 
A Flame more laſting than the Veſtal's Fire: 8 
To me, who am indeed all one Deſire: ' _.. 
Ah, Prince, thy Love is all my Light and Health, 
The Treaſure I would By; 170 rn WR a 
Take not that from me. | Haas 1 
K. Maf. Tis but vain Delay. 2 
Soph. Unkindly urg d; why do you tarm may? . 
You fhall not go till you have left me dead. 
My Tears till now were never vainly ſhed. 
O hear my Sighs, my Vows, ye Pow'rs above, 8 
If any Pow'r like me could ever love: _ 
Let looſe your Fires, and' thaw his frozen Heart; 
And thou, dread God of Love, try every Nr. 
Vou ſha' not ſtir. bub. | 
K. Maſ. What means this riſing Flood? „„ 
| Soph. Nature will ſtart at ſuch Ingratitude ; 
| Revenge on after Ages this Diſgrace, 
And only Monſters make of human Race: 
Inhuman thou. 
K. Ma/. She ſhall not; yet ſhe ſhall: 


She graſps my ods and cries, ſhe'll have it all. a 
"Tis 


8 


2s - vr Sophoniſba; ar, 
Tis ſo, her 1 reſiſtleſs Magick bear, © + e 
Angels I fee, and Gods are dancing here. 
Riſe, Madam, riſe; each Sigh, each ſoftning Glance, 
Lulls my loud Wrongs; Tm huſh'd-and'in a Trance. 
- |. Mew: * Sighs flow from him with ſo ſtrong a Gale, 
As if his Soul would thro' his Lips exhale. 
Soph. Cou'd you be thus? on your poor Miſtreſs frown # 
What was my Fault, alas! what have I done? 
K. Maſ. Nothing; _ nothing ; only this thou art, 
My Life, my Soul, my Spirits, Blood, and Heart; 
| Whoſe Hands leaſt thrilling Touch does pleaſe above 
The very Act of any other Love. 
Gods, how ſhe charms! none ſure was e er like thee ; 
Nor wild as I; Storms borrow Rage of me, 
- But thou art ſoft, and ſweet, and filent all, 
As Births of Roſes, or as Bloſſoms fall. 
$9pb. This Roſe that ſticks ſo near your Heart will fade, 
When planted by your Hand in Death's cold Shade. 
K. * By mine! Not Savages would harm 1 
reaſt; 


/On whoſe refreſhing Pillows Jodie might reſt, _ 
And with immortal Sweets be ever bleſt. 
So fair, tis well thou art not faithful too; 
I could not bear my Bliſs if thou wert true. 
Sep Think me not falſe, tho? I did Syphax wed, 
Who ever was a Stranger to my Bed. 
Forc'd by my Father's politive Command, 
I muſt confeſs I ſuffer 'd him my Hand: 
Heaven eurſe me if I ever granted more; 
Cou'd I be his. having been yours before.? 
EK. Maſ. Why do you ſtop? Still as a Statue low 
J ſtand, nor ſhall the Wind preſume to blow. 
Speak, and it ſhall be Night: not one ſhall dare 
To ſigh, tho' on the Rack he tortur'd were, 
Nor for his Soul whiſper a dying Prayer. 

Saph. Make your Love long, and let it burn leſs faſt : 
Theſe ſudden Raptures are too hot to laſt. | 
EK. Maſ. Right, Madam; long if we ſuch Joys ſhould 
The furious e of Delight would Kill. (feel, 


Menanacr 


DODne Minute more caſts both our Lives away. 
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Menander to the Temple lead a way,. 27 . 

By my clear Fame this is our Marriage - Dar. 
Soph. Your Fame does für above all Cenſure fit, e 

Free from the Taunts of low repining Wit. | 

Kings tho? they err, -ſhould never be arraign'ds 

But if I ied, my Glory will be ftain'd. ; 

What will the World report of ſuch a Bride, 

Who marry'd the ſame Day her Huſband died ? 

K. Ma/. Since 5 is your mortal Enemy, 
It muſt be fo upon Neceſſit ; 
Who yet will not moleſt you, being mine. 

Soph. Then to the Gods let me my Breath refign. 
K. Ma/. Can you conſent, rather than be my Wife, 

To hazard ads Liberty, and Life ? | 
Soph. But, Sir | 
EK. Maf. But, Madam, ſay what you can „ 

vou ought not, muſt not, and I cannot flay, 


a 


Soph. Know, mighty Prince, I was, and am the fame; | 
And tho' the World this Act may juſtly blame, * | 
I will be yours, and in that way you name: ay 
But firſt by all the Gods and'Glory ſwear, 
Rather than yield me up Rome's Priſoner, | 
That you ſome fatal Token will prefent, 
To free me from inglorious Puniſhment. 

K. Maſ. I ſwear by Heav'n, by Glory, and by firm), 
By ſomething more, by your own conqu'ring Charms,” 
You ſhall be ever from the Romans free; 
Or I by Death will give you Liberty. 

Soph. Now lead me where you pleaſe. 

K. Maſ. A Taſte of Bliſs : 
The God of Marriage ſeal our Vows with hv: [Ki/es ber. 
Nectar, and Flames, the Sweets of Hibla grow, 
About her Lips ambroſial Odours flow. 
Let melancholy Monarchs Counſel take, 

Wed by Abies and ſullen Nuptials make; 

But J prefer what thus my Arms infold, | 
To all the Wealth that Earth or Seas can hold, 
To Rocks of Diamond, or to Hills of Gold. 


Spite of proud Rome, and all her haughty Mien, 
She was my Miſtreſs, and ſhall be my Queen. 


ACT IV. SCENE L 


| Bellons s Ti emple. 


An Altar is + Randy with a Soldier hing upon it, wt 
all but his Head: Aglave, Cumana, flanding each up- 
| on a Tripes, with "path in thiir right Hands, and 


Ours in * left. 


S 7 'ER we our ien Riceabegin, 

a | The ſacred Cavern purge. from Sin: 

About the dreadful Altar go ; 

| 8 15 about it Incantations blow. 
Cin. The dire Oblation uy, 

| And with his Blood our 'Temples ſtain. - * | 

The Screech-Owl warns us with her Note, LOO 

Strike your Dagger in his n 

Gaſh him deep and ſuck his Blood, _ - 

Prepare his frighted Ghoſt a Shroud. 


* bs 7 
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Agla. Riſe, - ye ſulph' rous Flames, ae, M 224% 6x 
Conſume the baleful Sacrifice; Tk Wo 
That of his Aſhes we may take,  _. - © # 
And clotted Cinders with 'em rake, . 5 
And Viands for Bellona make. 


Cum. Our Goddeſs ſmil'd; Tis ln: tis done; 
The Romans have the Battle wonee. 
From yonder Battlement of Heav'n 
I ſaw the Carthaginians driv'n. 
They fly, they fly, the Conſul there 
Purſues em thro' long Tracks of Air; 
He puts their General to rout, 
And drives them like a Storm about. 
Asla. Our Goddefs ſhall have Death enough; 
Her Shrine with Fat of Thouſands ſtuft, 


With 


* * 8 * * 
jt 


With gory Heads her Altar Ml; «» -., 
And Tuns of Blood upon 'em pill. 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar 


Cum. But lo, 5 comes, what, * are n 
That pry into our Myſteries? 


Their Buſineſs know, I'll come anon; 

The Fit of Prophecy's come on. 

Our Goddeſs does the Tunnel wind i 

And ſacred Horrors ſwell my Mind. [Exit. 
Agla. What are you? and what is it you would know? 
Han. Men call me Hannibal, Rome's dreadful Foe; 

Who after many Battels loſt and won, 

Reſolve to periſh, or my Conqueſt crown. 


Speak, ſpeak, Ag/ave 3-I'll be gone, TOE WON z 
} 


But, what the Gods and that great Day provide, 


One Day the World's great Empire muſt decide: [ 


We wiſh to know, who dare the work abide. 
* Agla. Cumana to the ſacred Tunnel cleaves, 


Her Breaſt enlarg d, the Goddeſs now receives 3 3 : 
And now ſhe rages like a Bacchanal, : 
With Furies ated, rends the holy Veil: 

Full of the Deity, about ſhe roams, 

Stares, gapes, and on the hallow'd Curtain fours 3 | 


Cuts her hot Fleſh, grovels upon the ene | 
Sings, dances, kicks the golden Tripods round. | 


Enter Cumana feratching her Face, fabbing a Dare 
into her Arms; Spirits Following ber. | 


Sings. 

Beneath the Poplar's Shadow lay me, | 
No raging Fires will there diſmay me: 2 2 
Near ſome Silver Current lying, | 
Under fleepy Poppies dying. 
1 ſwell and am bigger than Typhon s cer was; 
With a ſtrong Band of Braſs, O bind me about, 
Left my Body ſhould burſt, for the Secret to paſs, 
Aud a Vent being given, the Fury get out, 

Vol. III. * Trano 
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ö 50 Sophoniſba; or, 
T cannot, I will not be vet any longer. 
While I rage 1 grow weak, and the Goddeſt grow! Pronger 


a Sb ſpeaks. 
If Hannibal to Zama tend, | 
His Valour Scipio ſhall commend ; * 
And near Bagrada, on the Plain, | 
There ſhall be thouſand Romans ſlain. 
Thou with thy old Tralian Band | 
Shalt put * Conſul to a Stand. 


Sin 88. 

Hark, bark, the Drums rattle, 

Dub a dub to the Battle; 

Tarara, tarara, the Trumpets 400 rattle. © 
Now, now they come on, and pell-mell b wing. 
What ruling and buſtling ; 

And Splinters Lances with broken Arms jingle, * 


Gold Trappings, bright N Swords, Buck lers and 


Daggers; 


| 7 be tout Man flies on, 41 the faint-hearted flaggers. 


See, the Saddle-Girts barſ, 
And the General's unborſt; 
But he rallies agen, 

And brings up his Men, 

Spite off Fortune and Fate, 
And the Gods that oppoſe, 

He hacks, and he hews, 

Thro the Hearts of his Foes. © 


| Ceaſe, Goddeſs, ceaſe thy Servant t. to torment ; 
My Lungs are with prophetick Fury ſpent. 
The ſtruggling Fates within my Boſom turn, 
And heavenly Fires my trembling Heart-ftrings burn. 
When will thy Godhead let me reſt, 
Too mighty for a mortal Breaſt ? 

Aala. Cumana, to a Period haſte 
You ſhall have Eaſe when you have done, 
And ſweet refreſhing Slumbers taſte 
Upon the Borders of the Moon. 


A Dant 


. 


Ti 


nit 
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Cam. Lo, far off the mad Birhywian Band, 
A poiſon'd General rules upon the Sand. 
Gods! how he ſwells! how bloated is his Look (NYE 
Death from the Pummel of his Sword he took. [Exit. 
Han. Shall Romans fall by Carthaginians Swords 


And Carthage fink ? what mean theſe myſtick ba r 15 
A fooliſh Bard as much as this might tell; 
Or a white Witch, without the Aid of Hell. 


More I muſt know ; ſpeak Roſalinda's Doom: 
Let all the Loſſes of a Battel come, 
May Scipio in the Duſt our Glory foil, 
We'll bear the Frowns of Mars, if Cupid ſmile. 
 Agla. Too curious Mortal, ſeek not what once e known, 
May inatch your Sleep, and make you ever groan. | 
Your Fate crouds back, and would not comein view ; 
Do not too far th' unwilling Gods purſue : 


| Like one who raſhly dares give Spirits chaſe, 


They fly awhile to ſome dark ruin'd Place, | 
Thro' Caverns run, thro? Cloiſters dog him round, 
Or dance before him over fairy Ground; 
Till urg'd too far, a Face all pale and ſad 
Turns city upon him,. and the Fool runs mad. 
Bom. Let's go, my Lord; Iam not us'd to fear, 

And yet methinks I dread to tarry here. 

Mah. Heaps of the Slain I often have beheld, 
And with my Battle-ax have hundreds fell'd ; 
Yet here I'm ſhaken, th* Objects too funeſt, 
I'd rather ſee a Javelin at my Breaſt. 

Han. Aglave, by your Goddeſs' Arms I fear, 
We will not from the ſacred Cavern ſtir, 


Till you have clear'd my. Doubts ; tho? every Star 


At your dread Call ſtart from his flaming Sphere ; 
Tho' from her Orb, cloſe mantled in a Cloud, | 
The Moon ſlide down to wander in this Wood, 

Tho? with your Charms the Sun diflolve in Blood 

Fathom the Depth of Deſtiny below, 

And all the 'Terrors of 1 ſhow. 


Agla. 
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52  Sophediba;; or, 
Aela. Beneath thoſe bu rden'd Branches ſtand, 


Safe from the Spirit I command. | 
Arife, appear, thou whom his Soul does love, 


His Heart with FR Horrors move. 


Roſalinda riſes in 4 Chair, pale, with a Wound on ber 
+ Breaſt; two Cupids deſcend „ and bang mo 0- 


ver Ber. 


Han. Shall Roſalinda then 8 die ? 
"Tis falſe, and all theſe damn'd Deceivers lye. 
Facing thy Fate, with my own Sword [I'll ſtand, 
Back'd with my conqu'ring old Italian Band, 
With the ſame haughty Fierceneſs ruſhing on, 
_ the Saguntines City thunder'd down ; 
ike Troy's young Hero; 
oh while the World about him did admire, 
His Father bore thro' Night, Death, Blood and Fire, 
Spite of oppoſing Hell, and War's worſt Arms, 
So I will bear my Love upon my Arms. 
Bom. To Horſe, my Lord ; and leave this curſed Place: 
Let's go and inſtantly the Conſul face. 
Mah. No more, in this damn'd Sorcereſs confide ; 3 
Permit my Sword her Body to divide: 
Or from her Corps cut her enchanted Head, 
And her black Brains upon the Altar ſhed. 
Han. We'll go, Maberbal; with to-morrow's Dawn, 


On the vaſt Plain our Squadrons ſhall be drawn. 


Yet for ſome Minutes Battel ſhall decline ; 

We'll ſee this Conſul &er our Bodies join; 

And if on equal Terms a Peace may be, 

For Carthage ſake I'll court my Enemy. 
Bom. "Tis juſt you ſhould Deliberation take, 

With Caution deal, and manage the laſt Stake. 
Mah. Your Armies are the Cards which both muſt play ; 


At leaſt come off a Saver if you may. 


Han. But like S/'s Offspring, fivell'd with dang'rous 


He to the Management of all aſpires ; . (Fires, 
Alone the Scepter of the World would ſway, | 
Alone — rule the _—_— and drive the Day. 


Like 


* - 
7 4 > * ? 2 
IK 1 
* 5 - * 2 332 2 2 9 - 4 as -44. s £ 
* d 


Hannibal's Overthrow. 353 
Like that indulgent God, I'll firſt adviſe ;* 

Shew him the Tracks thro' which Ambition flies: 
If deaf to all, let him aſcend the Throne, F008 
| Snatcliing at Glories which muſt weigh him down 3 ; 

Like Fove we'll toſs him from his glilFring Chair, 

Sing'd in the Clouds, hifling thro? liquid Air, 

And dart him headlong like a _ Star. 


[E Xeunt. | 
Enter Scipio, meeting Lælius difurn'd; Varro, Trebellius. 


Scip. Lælius return'd and fad ! tell the Event. 

Lel. Too late, my Lord, I was to Cirta ſent ; 
For e'er ſome thouſand Paces got from hence, 

| I Maſiiniſſa met, that wretched Prince; 

Not as I us'd, arm'd with a Warriour's Grace, | 
| Like Mars when thundring on the Plains of Thrace, 
But in a Chariot drawn by milk-white Steeds, 

Like ſoft Adonis driving thro* the Meads, © 

And Soph 0niſba leaning on his Breaſt, * 

Like Venus with her wanton Huntſman bleſt. 5 
| Scip. Are theſe his Vows? Some new way we muſt 1. | 
Rather than live diſhonour'd, he ſhall die. 

Læl. Soon as the Tyrant Syphax was o 'erthrown, | 
With Menaces he forc'd the frighted TCW nn 
Which enter'd, ftraight he to the Palace flew, 1 550 
| Forgetting all his Vows, he lov'd anew, OM 
The conquer'd did the Conqueror ſubdue. 

In ſhort, her Tears, and Beauty won ſo far, 

In view of all the World he married her. 

They are arriv'd, and now upon the Plain, 

In a Pavilion Royal do remain. 

Scip. Trebellius, go, this ſubtle Charmer binge 
Take all our Guards t'aſſiſt againſt the King; 
And ſay that we'll attend him in his Tent, 

But firſt expect the Queen be Priſoner ſent : 

Tell kim ſhe is the Romans Foe; and ſhall 
A Sacrifice for Blood of Thouſands fall. 

| 8 [Exeunt ſeverally. 


C 3 Enter 


34 Sophoniſba; r, 
Euter King Maſſiniſſa, Sophoniſta. 


R. Na. Let him arm all his Pow'r againſt this Breaſt, 
My Heart unmov'd ſhall ſtand the mighty Teſt. 
What I have ſworn ſhall like thy Virtue laſt ; 
In hold thee to me as my Heart-ftrings faſt. 
Thou Soul of Love! all charming Excellence! | 
Whole very Looks drives ſtormy Troubles hence, 
Does all the Bleſſings of the Gods diſpenſe. . 
Why doſt thou tremble? let not ſaucy Fear, 
Make thy Heart pant, or cauſe thee ſhed a Tear. 
Seth. Alas, my Lord, 'twere better I were dead, 
In my cold Grave, fafe from theſe Troubles laid ; 
Rather ten thouſand Racks let me endure, | | 
'T han once be brought into the Roman Pow'r. 
Tis true, that you have deeply ſworn you would 
Defend me. 
K. Maſ. To my Heart's laſt drop of Blood 
Or may I by ſome Coward mangled lie, 
And Dogs and Vultures tear me as I die. 
The Tygreſs will revenge her raviſh'd Young, 
Midſt Darts, and Spears, and Javelins ruſh: along: 
The Clown, ſo low and ignorant of Fame, 
Will venture Life to ſave his ſwarthy Dame: 
And ſhall not I for thee waſte all this Blood, 
Thou ſofteſt Bleſſing, and the ſweeteſt Good? 
Soph. I know not what the Gods for you intend ; 
But 'tis moſt certain I am near my End: 
Not that Death's darkeſt Horror I can fear ; 
But Bondage is a Load I cannot bear. 
K. Maſ. Quit all thoſe Fancies that diſturb thy Reſt, 
And caſt thy Melancholy on this Brealt. 
This Heart is ever thine. 
Soph. O my lov'd Lord; 
If you ſhould break——but you will keep your Word, 
Keep all your Oaths; yet Heaven and you know beſt, 
Some ſurfeit with their Love, as on a Feaſt, | 
And then they loath when once they're ſatiated ; 
But you'll 5 me when J am dead. 


F rom 


 Hannibal's ' Qverthrow. 55 
From theſe dear Eyes to endleſs Shades remov'd,, 
None &er will love you ſure as I have loy'd. . 


Enter Trebellius: 
Feb. Guards wait without My Lord you muſt re- 
The Queen, whom I have Orders to confine. (fig 


K. Maſ. Touch her not for thy Life, but freight retire, 

Safer thou may'it with Thunder play, kiſs Fire, 

| Grapple with Death, a Peſtilence invale, 

With all his fatal purple Pomp array c. 
TTrebellius goes to ſei xe her, Maſſiniſſa kills biz. 
Treb. Cut off in my full Growth ! curſe on your Strife; 

To die thus, when J Buſineſs had for Life. 

Juſt Scipig —_— my Death, beware; 

I feel Tm going, tho' Lknow not where. | [ Dies. 
K. Maſ. Nought but thy Blood cou'd waſh thy Guilt 

What durſt the Rancour of thy Heart diſplay, (away, 

And ſully with-rude Hands the faireſt Piece | 

That the Gods ever drew ? Your Troubles ceaſe : 

I'm in; and now no Hope of Safety's nigh, 

Yet ſtill a King, we will attended die. 

Like a brave: Merchant. . 81 

Who when his long-toſs'd loaded, Veſſel hits 

Againſt ſome Rock, and with loud Horrour ſplits , 

| Firſt graſps one Caſket which does all contain, 

Then fearleſs, ſhoots himſelf into the Main: 

So J with thee, my only Wealth, my All, 

Amidſt the num'rous ſlain at laſt muſt fall. 

The Noiſe comes near: Here ſafe retire from view, | 

Glory and Love ſhall teach us what to do. [Exit Sophs. 


Enter Scipio, Lzlius, Varro, | Guards. 


Lel. Trebellius ſlain! and ina Woman's Cauſe! 
Shame to our Arms, Diſgrace to Honour's Laws, 
What Flames of Miſchief from this Spark might riſe 7 
'Tis juſt with Rigour you his Fault chaſtiſe. | 
Scip. Yet Maſiniſſa, thou ſhalt dearly buy 
Thy ill-got Love, and fatal Gallantryz  — _. 

| C4 | Curl 


36 Sophoniſba; r, 
Curl on in wanton Ways, baſk in her Charms, 
By Mars ſhe is a Victim to our Arms. 


King Mafliniſſa meets bim. 


K. Maſ. Your high Diſpleaſure in your Face I fpy : 
When the great Scipio frowns great Danger's nigh. 
The Fact J muſt confefs, done in defence 
Of Beauty wrong'd, and helpleſs Tnnocence. 

Scip. Where is that fair Incendiary fled ; | 
E'er to extremeſt Rigour we proceed, | | 
I ſtrictly charge thee bring her forth to bleeds 1 3 
Or on thy Perſon I will Vengeance take, 346 
And thou ſhalt periſh for thy Miſtreſs' ſake. 

K. Maj. With greedy Joy I offer you my Life, 

If by the Gods you'll ſwear to free my Wife, 
Stip. You ſhall not for her ſake have leave 12 e, 
Nor will I give her Life or Liberty. 

For Rome, not for your ſake this War wand, 

You only as a Voluntier engag d: 
Therefore whatever Towns or Captives fal! 

Into your hands, they are the Romans all. 

* N. Then thus I draw ; think it not Infolence 
For it's not meant, Sir, in my own Defence, 20 517 
But to preſerve a ſacred Innocence.  * © 
From their bright Thrones perhaps the Gods will elde, 
And range themſelves in Battel on my fide : © 
Beneath a Cauſe fo juſt I cannot fall, 

I and the Gods will fight it with you all, 

___ Sip. Thou deemſt thy Luſt an Action great and goo 

Death ought to cool this Fever in thy Blood. 
With me contending againſt Fate you ſtrive, 

Yet Iwill Pity ſnew; take him alive. 

K. Maj. Ingloriouſly you havea Conqueſt made, . 
That Breaſt my tim'rous Arm durſt not invade. 
My Heart, tho prompted by her pow'rful Charms, 
Fainted before the Maſter of my Arms. 

Nor ſhall you yet my Soul's lov'd Treaſure reach, 
My Body thus, "dans up the narrow Breach: 


uy he who dares * nb 4 
Raſhly 


Raſhly on this forbidden! Earth 3 * 2 i 
Pll gralp his Soul, I'll ſpurn bim to the Dead. rd 


. within, enter "WAL SP nd + * 


Seip. What means this mournful Noiſe, whoſe ande 
und | 
With ſolemn Horror does my Thoughts confound? 
Men. O ſacred oirf' 
Scip. What, Soldier, all in Tears ? 
Men. Sorrow her ſelf cloſe Mourner now 
The Prince Maſſina ſlain: See blaſted there, 
The Hopes you lov'd, the darling of the War 
That beauteous Captive who with you did treat, 
He to the Carthaginian Camp did ait: 
Where Hannibal of 's Beauty jealous grornn, 
Caſt him in Bands; but when his Birth was known, © 
As ſoon unbound ; but then Deſpair did move, 6 K 
Deſpair of Glory, and Deſpair of Love: 5 
Which when the Royal Youth had raſhly weights 
And Fate with murm'ring Thoughts awhile delay d; 
A Ponyard from his Robe unmark'd he took, * 
And to his Heart the deadly Weapon ſtroocæ. 
Scip. Behold, of furious Love the dire Event! 
Yer, Maffi 22 wilt thou not repent? | nin 
Behold the Pledge you left, for your default, : 
By Heaven's high Juſtice to Perdition brought. 
K. Maſ. Was ever Man thus wretched, and durſt live? 
Yet will I not one Tear to Nature give; 
Left Bankrupt-like I laviſh what's not mine, 7371 
Since all my ſtock of Sorrow, Love, is thine. © 0 
Scip. Remove the Prince's Body from his Sight, 
Leſt too much Grief ſhould to Diſtraction fright, »- + 
Yet if thou'lt bring her forth, we will forget n iN 
This daring Raſhneſs which is Pafſion's heat; 
Thy Glory too with Laurels we'll advance, 
And with due Praiſe thy valiant Acts inhance : © 
Thy Pile of Honour this right Hand ſhall build. 
* doſt thou weep? 1 
8 Becauſe I dare not yields 224 #Þ 


be No 


* 


58 1 Sophoniſb: 3-07, . 
No, Sir, my Love I never can betray, 
Tho' you have touch'd me in the nobleſt way. 
Scip. Canſt thou both Promiſes and Threats refuſe ? 
K. Ma/. Death, or what's worſe, you only bid me chuſe, 
Seip. Bring forth thy Love, and Life thou ſhalt enjoy. 
K. Maſ. Is that a Life? Your purpoſe act; deſtroy : 
Turn all your Javelins Points againſt this Breaſt z 
But let it not of Love be diſpoſſeſt. 
Scip. Muſt I, who can command, thus vainly ſue? 
R. Maſ. My ſtubborn Heart Death only can ſubdue. 
Scip. Then take that Death which you ſo little dread. 


E ater Sophoniſba. 


Soph. Stay, Tyrant, hold; firſt thou ſhalt ſtrike me dead: 
Come on, with thy brave Sword rip up my Breaſt, 
And fix my panting Heart on thy proud Creſt ; 

There let it hang, thy Valour's Trophy grown, 

To all the wondring World let it be ſhown: 

'That none but Fools the Conqueſt may deplore, 

While all the Brave admire the Conqueror: 

A Conqueror ſo great, with one ſole Blow, 

He cou'd even Hercules himſelf out-do. 

O Heavens! he durſ attempt, (what ſhall I ſay? 

What Words his Heart's. fierce Grandeur can diſplay ?) & 
In heat of Blood he durſt a Woman ſlay! 

Scip. When Ladies rail, a Soldier ſhould be mute : 

Beſides, I have no Leiſure to diſpute. 

As Helen did to Troy Perdition bring, 

Where'er you come, your Eyes Deſtruction fling. 
When will your thirſty Charms with Blood be cloy'd ? 
Two Kings you have like that fair Gree deſtroy d: 
Spite of your Pride, you ſhall to Rome be led ; 
And there, for all your Witchcrafts, loſe your Head, 

Soph. On with thy Threats, thy violent courſe purſue : 
Enjoy thy bloody Wiſhes, Tyger, o; i 
Barbarian, for in Rome thou wert not born; | 
By ſuch a Wretch her Glories are not worn, 
Unleſs when dreſt up to be- ſacrific'd: 

To thee, the Moors and Goths are civiliz d. 


Gorge 


Hannibal's Overtho². * 
Gorge thy ſelf, Saturn, make my Fleſh thy Food, 

And laugh when thou art drunk with a Queen's Blood. - 

EK. Maſ. All will be well; fair Excellence, retire; 

Add not freſh Fuel to the dying Fire. 
Soph. To you, and Heaven, my Heart muſt ever TRY "Y 

Conſul, with thee I am not angry now. 

Scip. Obſerve, ungovern'd Prince, with how avs eaſa 

This Royal Foe we, if we would, might ſeize; 

Yet, on your Promiſe that he ſhall not go, 

Till we the Fate of War at Zana know, 

We will permit her in your Tent remain. 

But O my Friend, break this inglorious Chain, 

Contrive ſome means to keep your Faith with me; 

And ſet your Heart from that curſt Charmer free. ¶ Exit. 
K. Mol O rigid Honour, muſt we ſep'rate then! 

Loſe all the Sweets of Life to purchaſe Pain! - . * 
Men. If ſhe. were dead, your Glory were ſecure. 
K. Maf. But could I Ton this wretched Life endura? 

Without her live? It's fatal to refuſe, 

And Glory ruins me if Love J * 

What help, Menander? BE | 
Men. Tis the Sport of Heav'n, | 

When Ships on Rocks are in the Harbour driv'a :-. 

Having through thouſand ſtormy. Dangers paſt, 

In proſpect of your Bliſs, you're.wrack'd at laſt; 

K. My/. Like one, who having ſcap'd the Waves, 
arrives . 

To ſome lone Rock, and there more en lives; 

Half famiſh'd, on the rugged Flint he ſtands, 

Viewing-with watry Eyes the diftant Strands, 

And paſt his Call, Men walking on the Lands: 

With Sighs he ſwells the Wind; and looking round, 

Mourns his fad Choice, or to be ffarv'd or drown'd. 


[ Exeunt 


n 
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ACTY. SCENE I. 


Enter Hannibal and Scipio. 


Han. (r= ST RT thou the Chief whom Men ard 
5 — Y Scipio call? 
. Scip. Art thou the much more famons 
| Hannibat? | 
Han. Since by our 1 Fate it is 
| N orviin'd, 3 
That! L, who have ſuch dreadfol Battels gain d. 
That, Torrent like, which from ſome Mountain falls, 
Nun from the cloudy A/ps to Rome's proud Wall, _ 
Shou'd now at laſt for Peace inglorious ſues 
I thank the Gods that they have choſen you 
To reap that Honour by this Interview. 
Scip. In civil Praiſe, and from ſo brave a Foe, © 
True Courage does a Senfe of Pleaſure ſhow : | 4 
Thy Words inſpire me with ſuch vaſt Delight, | 
T will ſcarce be more to vanquiſh thee in Fight. _ 
Han. Twas much the Gods to our Fore-fathers gave, 
That you ſhould 7aly, we A/rich have. 
Our 4frick Arms much Roman Blood have ſpilt, 
And Carthage has the Roman Fury felt. 
What ſay'ſt thou, Scipio, is it Peace or War? 
Th' Invafion made by us we will repair: 
We'll give you Sicily, Sardinia, Spain, 55 
And all the Iſlands which our Arms did gain 
Twixt 1taly and Aßrict on the Main. 
I hy bolling Courage does to War incline, 
And Glory more than Profit you deſign, 
Such Fortune once did on our Genius ſuine: 
But long Experience and the Chance of War, 
Makes me at preſent certain Peace prefer. 


. | Graſp 


Graſp not at erden which 3 may tum to Rods ; 
To day is yburs;*to morrow is the Gods: 3 s 

Scip. That your late landin ng upon Leptis 
Refior'd thoſe: Hopes which rg Garth Why” 
All myſt confeſs ; we know you are that Man, 
Whoſe Glory to:the utmoſt Thule ran _ 1 EA 0 
Born in a Winter's Camp, in Battels bred, Sk 


Whilſt yet a Stripling durſt an wremar $27 lh W JA 
Whoſe very Name could make the Romans mourn, 4 
And foro d dead Groans from ev'ry dalle oF £1 
The boldeſt Senators begun to droop3- /| ro; S087 


Yet when all fainted, I alone fiood up, | 

And fac'd that Storm:which threaten d from afar. 4 

Shot warmth, and roſe upon 'em like a Star: 

To Africh came, and in few Months retriev'd* 

All that your Arms for many Years atchier 0. 
Peace I refuſe, unleſs you offer more: 

Vou give nought yet but what was ours de 

Since all the neighbour Kings our Actions eye, 

It reſts at laſt we ſhould our Fortune y A. 

Let one victorious be, the other die. | 
Han. Gods, that thei glorious Hannibal ſhould bow . 

To be reſusd! It ſhall be Battel nor. 

Forgetful Hero, couldſt thou court the Son, 

Twice by whoſe Force his Father was o erthrown? 

Seihio, thou mayſt too late repent thy Pride, | 

Ana vamnly in thy Death this Fury chide.  _ 

On Fabius think, Rome's Shield, her Guard from ln 

Her Sword, Marcellus, broken by my Arms: | 

Remember great Emi/ius ſlain by me 

And than think laſt what may thy Fortune be, 

F'er yet. the Day be done, 

With Seas of Gore we'll drown. the neighb'ring wood, 

And yonder Sun ſhall {et in Roman Blood. 

Seip. Prepare to hear thy laſt Alarms. 

Han. In Battel we nn meet; to Arms, to Free 

n 
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Rof.. Thus dreſt, and with this warlike Weapon 
What hinders but an Army I lead on? (drawn, 


O cruel Nature, why didit thou diſgrace 

So brave a Spirit with a Female Face? 

All Women wou d, but ſure no Woman can, 
Be chang d into that lordly Creature Man. 
However with this Garb I fit my Mind. 
Whoſe high Ambition has great Things deſign'd: 
Til out, and chaſe, if Hannibal ſucceeds ; 

And if he falls, then Reſalinda bleeds. 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar, | 


Han. Both Wings are loſt, the Carthaginians yield, 
Fierce Caius Lælius drives them thro! the Field: | 
The Gazls and the Ligurians quit their Ground 
The Maſſiſilian King does all confound : 

With ſuch ſwift Force his Arms our Troops aflail, 
As Hurricanes toſs Showers, and ſcatter Hail. | 

Bom. Wild as our Elephants, about he raves, 
And tramples on thoſe mercenary Slaves, 

Whoſe ſcouring thro? the Field avoid his Stroke, 
And fly like Flocks of Doves before a Hawk, * 

Mah. Your valiant old Lalian Troops ſtand faſt, 

Reſfolv'd to fight your Battel to the laſt. 

The conqu'ring Conſul riding o'er the Plain, 

With all his Officers and braveſt Men, 

The Haſtati and Triarii, this way comes, 
With Trumpets ſounding, and with beat of Drums. 

Han. Auſpicious Juno, thou that didſt e'er while 
Favour our Cauſe, and on our Carthage ſmile; 
Proſper our Arms this bloody dreadful Day, 

And Hannibal ſhall the Foundation lay 
Of ſuch a Temple ſacred to thy Name, 
As ne'er was found in the Records of Fame, [Exenunt, 


Enter 


Hannibal: 


Enter King Miaſiniſa, Lelius. 


K. Maſ Their Flight has wing'd the Cownntls; let em 
Not worthy by ſuch conqu'ring Swords to die. (fy, 
'Tis time we to the Conſul ſhould repair, Ho LY 
Rejoin our Forces, and conclude the Wen 


s CEN E of Hannibal and Scipio Py 
ing, the C onſul gives Ground. | 


Enter King Maſiniſſa and Lælius, * beat Hannibal of 5 


Seip. Gods, what prodigious Valour have vou ſent, 
And what Rewards are worthy to Fun! 
5 0 M 7 17 V 5 

E With what impetuous Swiftneſs Fortune's Wheel 
Turn'd with thy Strokes! How did the Valiant reel ; 

Lal. As when ſome diſtant Lab'rer hews-an Oak, 

we ſee his Arm rais'd for a ſecond Stroak, 

E'rre the firſt Blow's Report can reach our Ear; 

So flagg'd our Senſe 3 nor could it reach him there. 
Scip. Th' Ttalian Troops ſhrunk from his Martial Fire, | 
But Hannibal himſelf did laſt retire : 

All Lion like, | : 

whom a bold Band of Huntſmen having found, 

And dar'd to rouze, he rolls his Eyes around, 

Laſhing his Sides, and tearing up the Ground, 

With Trouble from th? unequal Skirmiſh goes, 

Majeſtick ſtalks, and turns upon his Foes; 

So from the Fight went the great General, N 

Proud in his Loſs, and riſing in his Fall. [Exeunt, 


Enter $ adiers feirmiſving, Roſalinda falls. 


Bold with my Overthrow, I brave thy Pow'r, (more; 


R/ Heav'n thou haſt done thy worſt, there needs no > - 
And ſhake the Glaſs that * my lateſt Hour. 


O Han- 


66 -Sophonita; , 
O Hannibal did I for this deſign 
This Heart, this: Youth and Beauty only thine? 
Pride and Neglect on every Lover hurl'd, | 
Scorn'd him that conquers thee, and all the World? 


From me, loſt Hero, learn, be great and die: 
The Brave ſhould bleed for loſs of Victory. 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar. 


Han. Cartbies i 1s oft; and Hannibal o *erthrown's 

What is there left that we may call our own? _ 

The bleeding World Rame does by Conqueſt claim, 

And ſwells the Prize with our revolted Fame: 

Yet ſpite of Fate our length of Earth we have ; 

Thus vanquiſh'd, Glory ſhrowd thee in a Grave. 

Bom. Hold, General; the Gods your Death forbid; 

Vengeance is due, firſt let falſe Hanno bleed, 

Who cut the Wings of Conqueſt till ſhe fell. 

Mah. By me he ſhall be headlong ſent to Hell, 

Where Fiends for Treaſon kindle double Fire; 

Then let the famous Hannibal expire. t 
' Rof. Sure I the Name of Hannibal did hear; 

» Maberbal, tell me, is the General there? | 

Mah. Approach, my Lord, view well this wounded 

Sure in your Capuan Miſtreſs I have ſeen (Fair: 

| The ſame majeſtick Air, and charming Mein. | 
Han. Ha! thou haſt rouz'd a Thought that mers me 

Than all the Loſſes I in Battel bore. | (more 

Either I dream, or in this cloſing Eye 

My dazzled Senſes Ro/alinda ſpy. 

Ne Where do th' ambitious reſt? O Hannibal : / 
Han. What art, that doſt upon the wretched call ? 
Ro. One that's more wretched, and more raſh than 

That would to Fate, and not to Scipio bow. [ thou, 

Diſguis'd, and dying Ro/a/inda lee, 

Who mourns in Death thy Loſs of Victory: 

That laſt Diſgrace. 

Hun. Dire Goddeſs, of this War, 

Too true I find all thy Preſages are. 


Tae 


The Gods bave giv'n a double Overthrow's* © N 1 
Wou'd I had bravely periſſid by my For 00 8 
Stretch'd in the Field, this Lob J had not webe 28 
Nor ſhould my tortur d Soul thy Ruin moan. 
Rol. Is it ſo hard our Wiſhes to obtain?" 
Sad Hearts with bleeding loſe Love's — Pain. 
Han. O dying Fair, look up, revive awhile; r 
With one ſhort Joy eternal Care beguil ee 
The ſetting Sun, 175 curtain d round by Night, 
At his Departure gives a larger Light. 0 2 9? 


Ro). Flow faſter Blood; it will not be, I fear, bir 5 


The Wound's too ſmall, Death cannot enter here: 
But ſhall I ſtay behind when Honour's fled ? 


Han. Live, and I ll raiſe that Honour 5 tha PET YY; : 


Ro/.: Renown runs on, like Time, but ne'er turns Ar 
Han. Then we that ſwift Renown a rye 
We'll haſte where Glory baits, to every Hold, 
And mount new Fame till we out; ſtrĩp the ld. * 
RNoſ. Dear Hannibal, alas! I wiſh I'cou'd : 7 
But 'twill not be; Life trembling takes the Flood, 
Till well nigh ſwallow'd up in Waves of Blood. 
The Roman Glory ſhines too fatal bright, 
And with its gathering Luſtre dims my Sight: l 
Eternally adieu: My Body take, 1 
Chaſte and entire I kept it for your ſiks :: | 125 L f 
Tis the leaſt wo that I now. can make; 


Han. For ever gone l All Hes veer Stock of Breath 
Spent in one Sigh ;* the Riot of rich Death. 
Now by my Arms the Gods too partial are, 
Or elſe they ſenvy'd my full Trade of War; 
Which cou'd ſo vaſt a State of Beauty 20 = Hin ; 
As far ſurpaſs'd the, Manors of the yr 0 | 176-1 
Dead Roſalinda u. 7. 81 | 
Bom. Raiſe you from the Gwud, 
And let not Love your Virtue's. Force confound 3 
Where js that Heat and haughty Courage gone, 
Which againſt Nature's Lets your Troops led on? 
Mah. Think you for nought the Gods ſuch Valour gave! ? 
You ſhould prop Thrones, and falling Kingdoms ſave. 
Bury'd 


ois. 


66 


 Sophomiba;' ar, 
Bury'd in Thought, and deaf to Honour's Call. 
Your Soul beneath her mighty pitch does fall. 
Han. Maberbal, no; aſtoniſh'd thou ſhalt be yl £921 
We dare be brave in Spite of Deſtiny. ON 
Tho? robb'd of all the Riches Love cou'd give, 
And ftript of Glory too, yet will we live: 


Courage is form'd 27 the Etherial Mold, 


And round it Bands of Adamant are roll'd. 


To this ſtill haughty Breaſt ſuch Fire is given, 


I could the Summons meet of Hell cr: Heaven: 
Could, like the great eternal Mover, fivay 
The World in Arms, and teach him to obey. 


_ *Twas noble Grief that lately chang'd my Form, 
But J am ruffled now into a Storm. 


Bom. Your Miſtreſs Body hence we will e 
And in ſome hallow'd Vault her Relicks lay. | 

Mah. Like Pilgrims once a Year we'll mourning 80 
And on her Urn fad Yew. with. Cypreſs throw, Cit 
And all our Stocks of Tears and Sighs beſtow.- . 

Han. For ever, brighteſt of thy Kind, farewel, 


Who wert too worthy, therefore early fell. 


As the young Phenix does, in ſacred Myrrh, 
His Father's Duſt to the Sun's Temple bear, 
So in Fame's Houſes ſhalt. thou honour'd be, 
And every God ſhall have a Grain of thee. 
Mah. Since Glory ſhe with her laſt: Breath im 
May wiſh'd on widen all your Breaſt. 
Han. Haſte, haſte, Maherbal, and freſh Levies. make; 
Honour that did but now calm Slumbers: take, 
Shall like the Ocean in a Tempelt wake : 
We'll paſs new Alps, new Conſuls overthrow, 
To Rome with far more dreadful Armies go; 
Forcing the Appian and Emilian way, 
To the Saburra we'll purſue the Fray; 


Nor ſtop till Ro/a/inde's Statue, crown'd, 


Sits in the — with Gods enthron' 
[Exeunt. 


Enter 


— 
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Enter Scipio, Xing Mafſinifſa, Lelins, r. 


Seip. I grieve, brave Prince, ſo often to deny; 
She muſt a Captive be, or we muſt die, 
K. Maſ. I know ſhe muſt, if you will haue it ſo; 
But Pardon may be granted to a Foe: 
O ſpare her then; as you would be forgiven Eo 
At your laſt Hour, when you prepare for Heaven. 
Scip. Learn to aſk Bleſſings; thoſe you ſhalh not want: 
This is a Curſe, which Jean never grant. 
Like one, who in a burning Fever hes, 
And begs for Water, if he drinks, he dies: 
T like a wiſe Phyſician, thwart your Will, 
And vanquiſh your Diſtemper with my Skill. 3 
K. Maſ. For the Gods fake, for Friendſhip, Glory, Love, 
By all thats good below, or bleſt above, | 
Let not at laſt my well-taught Courage droop ;z- 
Break not the Heart, which you have foſter'd up. 
Oh Sophoni/ba ! —— Give her to my Prayers, 
To theſe faſt riſing Sighs, and falling Tears: 
No other Crown I aſk as Valour's due, 


For all that I have done, or all that I ſhall do. 


Lo, at your Knees behold a Monarch fall; | 
Yet more, your Friend, and then I have faid all. 

Seip. Let not your Paſſion Royalty degrade; 
Riſe, valiant Prince, Pve thought of what you ſaids 
And as your Friend, my Temper cannot keep, 

Mourn your Misfortunes, and like you can weep 3 
Curſe Roman Tyranny, and wiſh you were 
For ever join'd with that unhappy Fair. 

K. Maſ. O you have bleſt me 

Scip. Maſſinif}a, ſtay; | 
You only heard what Friendſhip bid me fay : 

But as Rome's Conſul, and the Lord'of Power, 

I now command you never ſee her more, 

Unleſs the View to her may fatal be; 

This is my laſt immutable Decree. 

K. Maj. Is your feign'd Pity come to this? your Tears 

Falſer than thoſe which Agypi's Monſter wears? | 
Fe Tyran 


| | 
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Tyrannick Rome / barb'rous are all thy Laws; 


Have I for this, in thy accurfed Cauſe, 
Starv'd Life, by laviſhing her precious Food, 
My Spirits loſt, emptied my deareſt Blood. 
Fought till I Rampiers made of Bodies round ; 0 
So mark'd with Fate, that I appear'd one Wound, 
Yet rais'd thy bleeding Eagles from the Ground ? 
Scip. Think no more on't; her Memory forget. 
K. Maſ. Cut me to Atoms, tear my Soul out; yet 
In every ſmalleſt Particle of me, ö | 
You ſhall the Form of Sophoniſba ſee: 
All like my Soul, and all in ev'ry Part; 
Bath'd in my Eyes, and bleeding in my Heart. 
Scip. Lelius, fecure the Queen. 
LES. eln ˙?;ð] 
Eye. done, my Lord, and will your Power obey: 
The Queen ſhall die, on a King's Word ſhe ſhall ; 
She muſt a Victim for the Empire fall. | 
How am I now? _ FEET; 
Scip. For Sopboniſoa's Loſs, —— 
Your Arms Numidia's Empire ſhall engroſs. 
For your late Gallantry at Zama ſhown, 
Kind Rome preſents you an Imperial Crown, 
Salutes you King. Now all your Griefs defy ?: 7 
Thus we embrace thee as our brave Ally 
Give your Grief Truce: thus prais'd and thus adorn'd, 
Let all the Beauties of the Earth be ſcorn uu. [Ext. 
K. Maſ. Scorn'd be your Glory more, and Roman Pride, 
While I in Winding-ſheets embrace my Bride. 
For 'tis decreed that we muſt never part, 
We'll be one Spirit, as we are now one Heart: 
Traverſe the glitt'ring Chambers of the Sky, 
Born in a Cloud, in View of Fate I'll lie; 


And preſs her Soul, while Gods ſtand wiſhing by 


Men. My Lord, If you would hear. | 
K. Maſ. What canſt thou fay? - | 
Men. Reaſon's a Rebel when high Paſſions ſway. 
K. Maf. And ſuch art thou; yet ſpeak, what ſhall I do? 
Inſtruct me to be greatly falſe, or true. 7 
Men. The Queen inuſt die. 


K. Na.. 
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K. Maſ. Ha'! muſt? no more. 4 
Men. She to the Gods is given, or Roman e po 
K. Maſ. Neither; ſhe ſhall not die, nor ſhall ſhe live 

The Romans Slave; III give her a a Repricve. R oe 
Men. But how? 7 | 3 

EK. Maſ. Why thus: Tu kitl my ſelf, kill thee, 8 5 

Rome, Carthage, all the World; and then ſhe ſhall live free. 
Men. Glory or Beauty tis ordain- d you loſe. | 
K. Maſ. O Rome! O Heaven! both equally my * 

Was ever Heart thus miſerably torn? ?; 

Were ever Woes like mine fo calmly born ? . 

From the Contagion of my Troubles take 

As much as might the Spring a Winter make, 

Freeze the hot Blood of a crown'd Conqueronr, 

Damp the wiſt'd Joys of a young bridal Pair; 

Yet then I ſhall have more than'Man can bear. 1 
Men. When Virtue thus oppreſs d Mankind does ſee, 

What fearful dreaming Fool will pious be? 1 

Martyrs no more ſhall Racks or Flames require, C 


Nor dying*wiſh ; but only Life defire, 

To murder Priefts, and Temples ſet on fire. | 
K. Ma. Why, ye immortal Gods, is all this care? 

Why do you drive your Creatures to deſpair ? 

Had I upon my Throne ſat King of Fears, | 

The Orphans wrong'd, or drunk the Widow's Tears ; 

Had I brav'd Heav'n by ſome outragedus Sin, 6 

For theſe Afffictions there had reaſon been: 

But 'tis all well, I no Injuftice have z _ 

The Gods but take the Being which they gave. 

Menander, haſte, two Bowls with Poiſon fill; 

And, when I call, like Fate, come forth bn kill. 4 
Men. Tis a dread Deed to which you urge my Hand. 
K. Maſ. It's glorious too, diſpute not my Command. 
Men. Tl not preſume to fathom your deep Thought; 

t ſtraight your Will ſhall by your Slave be wrought. 

[Exit. 
©. Maſ. Love and Ambition have their utmoſt done, 
Love allur'd, Ambition led me on. | 
.c a raſh Boy, who a ſteep Mountain climbs, 
with brave * of FAS Heay'n betimes, 


He 
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And much he longs to ftrive in Glory's Race. 
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He puffs and blows, and mighty Pains he takes, 
Plies all his Strength, and much ado he. makes; 
But having reach'd the Top, he views aloof | 
The fancy'd Heav'n, and all the painted Roof; 

So did Ambition draw me with a Wile, £ 
And fleeting Love my tow'ring Hopes beguile. [Exit; 


Enter Sophoniſba, 


Triumphant Voices rend the echoing Ground, 

And to the Heav'ns the Trumpets Clangors ſound ; 
Yet I no News of Maſiniſſa hear: | 
Should he be flain, which I with Reaſon fear, - 
Moſt loft of Women, deſperate, undone, 

What could'ſ thou do? what Gods couldſt thou atone 2 
Abhor'd, thou muſt to angry Rome repair, 

And all the Cruelties of Bondage bear. 

No, Sopboni ſba, think what thou haſt been, 

The Miſtreſs of two Monarchs, twice a Queen. 

If thou muſt fall, bravely reſign thy Breath, 

And be above the Romans in thy Death. 


Enter King Maſſiniſſa. 


Oh my lov'd Lord ! are you then come at laſt? 
Are you alive? and do I hold you faſt? 
K. Maſ. Beſt of thy Sex, and dearer than my Life, 
The faireſt Miſtreſs, and the gentleſt Wife |! 
So great and glorious, Emperors envy thee ; 
And art ſo good that the Gods envy me. 
They ſent thee here, but as an Angel Scout, 
With a ſhort lighCning view, to gaze and out: 
Torments of Hell, and Racks of Deſtiny ! 
Thou muſt, Oh that I live to ſpeak it! die. 
Soph. Bleſt Sound ! we ſhall not then to Rome be led; 
But ſolemn Triumphs have in Honour's Bed. 
This lat Alarm my drooping Spirits chars, 


Soph. The Conſul is return'd with Conqueſt crown'd ; [ 


As when the Warriour his lov'd Trumpet hears, 


His martial Blood begins to warm apace, | 
And boils, and fluſhes in his kindling Face, ( 


Speak 
8 i 


Thy” 
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peak Death again, my Guard and ſure Defence; [ty 
It bears a mighty Sound, and mighty Senſe. 


K. Maſ. O keep thee there, now while thy Vion glow, Betz 


And dart Divinity, III give the Blow, 

Come forth, Menander, with thoſe fatal Bowls, 
Whoſe Juice, tho' it the Body's Force controuls, 
Revives the Mind, and flakes the Thirſt of Souls. 


Enter Men ander, twith. two Bowls. 


Give me the Draught. „ 
Saph. What means my Waben th L 
K. Maſ. By your bright ſelf, by all the Pow'rs above, 

No Angels Eloquence my Soul thall move. ; 

To die with thee, and thy dear Honour fave; 1 

What greater Glory could th' Ambitious have? [ 

Twill build a Palace for me in the Grave. 

Not but that in the Agonies of Breath, . 

] tremble when I think upon thy Death. | 
Saph. Thou beſt of Men, whoſe Fame where'er it flies, 

Shall draw up bleeding Hearts, and weeping Eyes, 

Let not your Soul tremble for me ; for I | 

Can fear no Torment, but to ſee you die. 

K. Maſ. Then cheetfully let's go: here's to my Love, 
And to our meeting with the Bleſt above. [Drinks 
Sash. Give me the Bowl, mark if my Hand does ſhake, 

Or the freſh ſpringing Blood my Lips forſake ; . 

Undaunted to my Lips the Draught LI lift, 

*Tis to my Lord, this is his Nuptial Gift. [Drinks. 

EK. Maſ. Menander, faithful Confident, farewel, | 

Haſte, and our Story to the Conſul tell. | . 

On thy Allegiance go without Reply, 

Thou ſhouldſt rejoice to ſee me bravèly die. * Men. 

How fares my only Love? my firſt, laſt Dear 

The Sweets of thoufand Spriggs are blowing here. 
All in thy Sighs! 

Soph. Ah! give your Kindneſs o'er, 

Or we fhall live and feel the Roman Powir. b 

Methought Death touch'd me with a chilling Pain; 

But your warm Kiſſes ſhot thro! every Vein : { 

A kinder Heat, and kindled Life again, | 

_/ | | K. M. af. | 


2 


K. Maſ. Thus let us launch into Eternit: 
Sink in Death's bottomleſs and boundleſs Sea: i 
Like drowning Friends, link'd in Embraces faſt, — Y 
Our Arms, Love's Nets, about each other caſt. __ 

Spb. What could long Life, or Empire give. like his 2 
K. Maſ. Thy Love is Empire and eternal Blis. 1 

i Soph. I go, On ſhall-we meet? [Dias 
K. Maſ. The Gods can tell; 

Heaven's Peace, and golden Slumbers with thee dwell [Dion 


7 Enter Sante. Lelius, and Menander. : 


| Men. See there, great Sir, th Effects en raſh Doom 
The Victims you have offer'd up to Rome. 
_ ... Lel. What cruel Eyes could Pity here refrain, . 
Vebolding two ſuch royal Lovers ſlain? 19145 8125 
Scip. Theſe unexpected Objects ſo amaze 1 
My Reaſon, I could ever on 'em gaze. {1 
Since thou, moſt great and lovely Prince, art dead, 
ar's Marches Scipio ſhall no longer tread : 9 1 
With Caribage Peace we'll inſtantly conclude, jp 
Which, hadft thou liv'd, our Arms might have ſubdu'd 1 
Jo Rome our drooping Eagle then ſhall ſteer, 
Where after tireſome Honours, we'll repair 
= o ſome ſmall Village, Lelius, thou and I, | 
d _y not to live, but how to die. ett 241 oY 
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